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THE   ELCHANITE 


DEDICATION 

TO  YOU, 

DR.  BERNARD  REVEL, 

Whose  turning  from  a  material  lortune  is  the  good 
lortune  of  generations  ol  sons  of  the  Torah; 

Who  have  dedicated  your  whole  being  to  an  ideal 
and  a  dream,  and  have  erected  that  dream  into  a 
beautiful  structure  of  living  truth,  so  that  the  ideal 
may  grow  into  light  and  life  through  the  work  and 
ways  of  those  that  dwell  in  the  House  your  dream  has 
builded; 

Who  have  been  the  guide  and  mainstay  of  the 
Yeshiva  through  these  stormy  years; 

Who  have  in  its  new  home  fashioned  and  sustained 
the  Yeshiva  College,  so  that  we  may  harmoniously 
continue  our  academic  course  while  devoting  our- 
selves to  intensive  study  of  the  Torah; 

To  you,  our  inspiring  leader  and  wise-counselling 
friend,  now,  near  the  completion  of  your  fiftieth  year, 
with  heartfelt  wishes  for  many  more  years  of  active 
service  to  us  and  to  American  Jewry,  years  of  wide 
work,  and  of  joy  with  your  loving  family  and  friends; 

We  dedicate  this  issue  of  the  Elchanite. 
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DR.  REVEL'S  MESSAGE 

To  the  Editor  of  the  Elchanite,  and  to  the  1935  graduating  class: 
In  my  greeting  in  the  second  issue  of  the  "Elchanite,"  I  said: 
"I  gladly  comply  with  your  request  to  address  myself  to  the  readers  of  the 
'Elchanite.'     I  consider  the  'Elchanite'  a  valuable  medium  for  the  promotion 
of  a  healthy  school  spirit  and  I  take  great  pride  in  its  work.     I  am  confident 
that  the  Editors  are  conscious  of  the  importance  of  their  trust  and  that,  in  time, 
the  spirit  and  the  ideals  of  the  Yeshiva  will  find  their  full  expression  in,  and 
will  be  furthered  by  the   'Elchanite,'  and  that  the  best  literary  effort  of  the 
student  body  will  be  sought  out  and  attracted  by  it. 
You  ask  for  a  message: 

Happy  are  those  who  drink  from  the  "Well  of  Living  Water."  As  our  sages 
tell  us,  "Water  is  the  symbol  of  the  Holy  Torah."  As  water  means  life  to  the 
world,  so  is  the  Torah  life  unto  the  world.  As  water  descends  from  the  skies 
drop  by  drop,  so  is  the  Torah  acquired  step  by  step.  One  lesson  learned  to- 
day, two  on  the  morrow — until  this  acquired  knowledge  grows  into  an  over- ' 
flowing  stream  of  the  knowledge  of  the  Torah.  This  means  that  soul-culture, 
religious  inspiration,  moral  self-realization,  true  knowledge  of  our  Holy  Torah, 
and,  the  understanding  of  our  wonderful  past  and  even  more  glorious  future, 
come  gradually,  step  by  step,  by  daily  earnest  endeavors  in  the  study  of  the 
Torah,  and  the  following  of  its  precepts.  You,  students  of  the  Yeshiva,  true 
children  of  the  Torah,  who  prepare  yourselves  to  be  worthy  of  loving  and  loyal 
exponents  of  the  Law  of  Light,  are  the  pledge  for  the  rejuvenation  of  Israel  in 
our  glorious  country,  until  we  become  worthy  of  The  Great  Day." 

To  this  your  1935  issue  I  am  glad  to  send  once  again  warm  greetings,  in  the 
thought  that  my  hopes  for  the  "Elchanite"  have  been  fully  justified.  The 
"Elchanite"  is  steadily  becoming  a  more  valuable  medium  for  the  promotion 
of  a  healthy  school  spirit,  and  its  successive  editors  have  steadily  been  con- 
scious of  the  importance  of  their  trust.  From  the  small  beginning  of  the 
Talmudical  Academy  there  has  come  to  fruition  the  Yeshiva  College  of  liberal 
arts  and  science  by  design  a  small  college,  mainly  for  the  graduates  of  the 
Talmudical  Academy,  with  a  high  scholastic  standard  and  record,  already 
recognized  as  a  dinstinct  contribution  to  American  higher  education. 

I  have  little  to  add  to  my  message  then.  In  the  Torah,  to  which  you  are 
dedicating  your  best  years  and  to  the  exalted  service  of  which  many  of  you 
will,  I  trust,  in  time  be  called,  is  our  strength  and  hope.  The  Torah  is  our 
supreme  contribution  to  the  spiritual  unfoldment  of  mankind  and  our  only 
source  of  strength  in  our  striving  for  spiritual  survival.  Happy  are  you,  my 
dear  young  friends,  who  are  privileged  to  receive  this  harmonious  education. 
May  you  equip  yourselves  with  knowledge,  with  intellectual  and  spiritual 
strength  to  be  in  the  days  to  come,  among  the  builders  in  this  land  of  a 
creative  Jewish  life  drawing  its  inspiration  from  and  guided  by  the  eternal 
teachings  of  the  Torah  and  Jewish  idealism,  in  harmonious  union  with  the 
forward-looking  forces  of  the  age.  May  you  go  from  strength  to  strength  in 
the  fulfilment  of  this  holy  task. 

B.  REVEL 
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WHO'S  WHO 

Most  Popular  Teacher Dr.   Sascha  Charles 

Most  Popular  Student Max  Navyasky 

Class  Scientist  Nathan    Bernstein 

Class  Talmudist Wolf    Lifshitz 

Class  Grind    Hyman  Leibowitz 

Class  Philosopher Frank  Schonfeld 

Class  Debater Benj  amin  Kreitman 

Class  Orator      Harold  Polikoff 

Class  Journalist  Herzl  Freed 

Class  Politician Julius   Dorfman 

Class  Athlete  Shepard  Milians 

Class  Midget  William  Cohen 

Class  He-Man Israel  Gerber 

Class  Poet  Laureate  Milton  Shapiro 

Class  Miziachi Zacharia  Gallman 

Class  Companion Isidore   Pickholtz 

Most  Good  Matured Reuben  Katz 

Class  Psychologist    Irving  Ehrenthal 

Class  Linguist Jacob  Heisler 

Handsonnast  Student  Nathan  Zelikow 

Class  Dude Paul   Burstein 

Class  Silence  Morris  Fogel 

Class  Chess  Star -. Albert  Leeman 

Class  Business  Man Jacob  Abramowitz 

Class  Clown Manuel  Lipschitz 


THE   ELCHANITE 


"'"V^      <fc^" 


£LI4th. 


SENIOR  CLASS  OFFICERS 

MAX   NAVYASKY,   President:    BENJAMIN   KREITMAN,   Vice-President;    ISRAEL 
GERBER,   Athletic  Manager;    WOLF  LIFSHITZ,   Secretary. 
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CLASS  OF  JUNE,   1935 


MAX  NAVYASKY 
President 

BENJAMIN  KREITMAN 
Vice-President 

MR.  IRVING  ASTRACHAN 
Honorary  President 

WOLF  LIFSHITZ 
Secretary 

ISRAEL  GERBER 
Athletic  Manager 

Paul  Burstein  Reuben  Meyer  Katz 

Nathan  Bernstein  Hyman  Leibowitz 

William  Cohen  Albert  Leeman 

Julius  Dorfman  Manuel  Lipschitz 

Irving  Ehrenthal  Shepard  Milians 

Morris  Fogel  Isidore  Pickholtz 

Herzl  Freed  Harold  Polikoff 

Zacharia  Gellman  Frank  Schonfeld 

Jacob  Heisler  Milton  Shapiro 
Nathan  Zelikow 
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JACOB   GIDALIA  ABHAMOWITZ 

Our  own  "Dick  Tracy,"  the  champion  ad-getter  for 
the  Elchanite,  was  born  in  Jerusalem,  March  22, 
1916.  He  received  his  elementary  education  in  Tel 
Aviv  and  in  Hartford,  Conn.  In  1931,  he  came  to 
N.  Y.  to  study  at  T.  A.  After  graduation,  he  will 
return  to  his  home  in  Tel  Aviv,  where  he  will  try 
to  work  his  way  up  to  business  manager  of  a 
newspaper. 

Class  Vice-President;  Assistant  Advertising  Man- 
ager  of   Elchanite;    Business   Manager   of   Elchanite. 


IRVING  BERENT 

"Yitz,"  the  personality  kid,  was  born  in  N.  Y.  C, 
August  4,  1917.  He  was  first  educated  at  R.  I.  J., 
and  then  came  to  T.  A.  He  is  interested  in  all 
kinds  of  sports  and  in  dancing.  At  present,  he  is 
attending  Yeshiva  C,  after  which  he  will  enter  a 
law  school. 

Class  President;  Vice-President  of  G.  O.;  Service 
Squad;    Athletic   Council;    Math.    Club;    Chess   Club. 


NATHAN   MORDUCI  BERNSTEIN 

Los  Angeles'  pride  and  joy  is  really  a  native  New 
Yorker.  Nathan  was  born  in  Brooklyn,  May  3,  1918. 
He  received  his  elementary  education  here  and  then 
moved  to  California.  There,  he  attended  Roosevelt 
High  and,  he  claims,  never  received  a  grade  below 
"A."  The  lure  of  the  Talmud  brought  him  back  to 
New  York  last  September.  He  divides  his  time  be- 
tween studying  the  Talmud  and  reading  medical 
books.  Yes,  Nathan  wants  to  be  a  doctor.  He  will 
prepare  for  a  med.  course  at  Yeshiva  C. 


PAUL  BURSTEIN 

Paul  was  born  June  7,  1918,  in  Poland.  He  re- 
ceived his  education  in  New  York — at  the  Mesiphtah 
and  then  T.  A.  His  hobby  is  play-chess.  He  will 
continue  at  Yeshiva  C.  because  he  wants  to  be  a 
rabbi. 
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JULIUS  DORFMAN 

"Fifi"  was  born  in  N.  Y.  C,  March  12,  1917.  He 
lived  in  Virginia  for  a  short  time  and  returned  to 
N.  Y.  to  receive  his  elementary  education  at  R.  J.  J. 
Since  he  came  to  T.  A.  in  1932,  his  popularity  has 
constantly  increased.  As  a  result,  he  was  elected 
President  of  the  G.  O.  in  a  spectacular  election.  In 
spite  of  the  discouraging  stories  he  hears,  he  would 
like  to  be  a  civil  and  mechanical  engineer.  He  will 
probably  attend  Yeshiva  C. 

Class  Vice-President;  Class  President;  Chairman 
of  Supply  Store;  President  of  G.  O.;  Class  Debater; 
Election   and   Canvassing   Comm. 


IRVING  EHRENTHAL 

Lipschitz's  closest  competitor  was  born  September 
22,  1918,  in  N.  Y.  C.  After  having  received  his 
elementary  education  at  R.  J.  J.,  he  entered  T.  A.  in 
1932.  He  spends  an  excessive  amount  of  time  at  his 
hobby — lecturing.  He  has  been  dubbed  the  official 
ECHO  of  the  English  class  by  Mr.  Astrachan.  Irv 
says  he  wants  to  be  a  psychiatrist.  We  say,  "Doc- 
tor, heal  thyself." 

Biology   Club;   French  Club. 


MORRIS  FOGEL 

"Frenchie"  was  born  in  N.  Y.  September  15,  1917, 
and  received  his  elementary  education  at  the 
Mesiphtah  Tiphereth  Jerusalem,  where  he  was  guite 
popular.  Among  his  hobbies  are  singing  and  ball 
playing.  He  will  major  in  French  at  Yeshiva  C. 
preparatory  to  pursuing  a  career  as  a  French 
teacher. 


W.  HERZL  FREED 

Hail,  all  hail  God's  gift  to  the  women  of  America! 
"Hertzie"  was  born  January  7,  1918,  in  Worcester, 
Mass.,  just  in  time  to  stop  the  World  War.  He  at- 
tended Worcester  public  schools  and  moved  to  N.  Y. 
in  1926  to  attend  the  Hebrew  Institute  of  Boro  Park. 
He  began  showing  an  interest  in  journalism  at  an 
early  age.  He  came  to  T.  A.  in  1932  and  was  active 
in  all  journalistic  ventures.  He  is  an  amateur  jour- 
nalist and  a  self-made,  authority  on  etiquette.  He 
will  attend  Yeshiva  C.  and  then  Columbia  School  of 
Journalism. 

Elchanite  Art  Staff;  Associate  Editor  G.  O.  News: 
General  Advisor  to  Academy  News;  Literary  Club; 
Co-Editor  of  Elchanite;  Chairman  Election  and  Can- 
vassing Committee;   Honor  Roll;   Discipline  Squad. 
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ZACHARIA  GELLMAN 

All  the  way  from  St.  Louis  comes  "Zach"  Gellman, 
born  April  22,  1917.  He  attended  public  schools  at 
St.  Louis  and  came  to  T.  A.  in  1933.  He  plans  to 
make  use  of  his  ability  as  an  orator  by  studying  for 
the  rabbinate.    Yeshiva  C.  next  stop! 

Class  President;  Basketball  Varsity;  Debating 
Team;  Chess  and  Checker  Club;  Election  and  Can- 
vassing Committee;   Discipline  Squad. 


ISRAEL  JOSHUA  GERBER 

"Blondy"  goes  in  for  all  kinds  of  sports.  His  first 
sport  was  rattle  playing  which  he  started  July  30, 
1918.  He  studied  at  several  parochial  schools  before 
entering  T.  A.  After  graduation  from  college  he  is 
going  into  business.   His  goal  is  to  be  a  big  capitalist. 

Athletic  Council;    Captain  of  Discipline  Squad. 


JACOB  AARON  HEISLER 

"Jack"  was  born  in  Hungary,  July  14,  1918.  He 
came  to  America  when  young  and  attended  the 
public  schools  of  St.  Louis.  He  came  to  T.  A.  a  year 
ago  to  prepare  for  a  career  as  a  rabbi.  He  has  al- 
ready established  a  reputation  as  an  honor  pupil. 
"Jack"  will  continue  his  studies  at  Yeshiva  C. 


REUBEN  MEYER  KATZ 

The  citizens  of  New  York  put  out  their  flags  when 
"Pussy"  was  born — February  22,  1919.  He  has  de- 
veloped a  taste  for  the  finer  things  in  life,  such  as 
chocolate  cake.  He  attended  Eastern  District  H.  S. 
where  he  was  very  active  in  dramatic  circles.  He 
just  loves  to  dance.  "Pussy"  came  here  to  be  a 
Hebrew  teacher.    Yeshiva  C.  next  stop. 

Captain  Class  Debating  Team. 
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BENJAMIN  KREITMAN 

"Colonel"  Kreitman,  the  Kentucky  hill-billy,  was 
born  December  25,  1918,  in — Warsaw,  Poland.  He 
came  to  America  as  a  child  and  attended  Louisville 
public  schools.  He  moved  to  N.  Y.  four  years  ago 
and  attended  the  Mesiphta  and  T.  A.  He's  shown 
a  sudden  interest  in  Economics.  He  will  go  to 
Yeshiva  C.  and  then  to  law  school. 

Class  Vice-President;  Chairman  Debating  Council; 
Class  Debater;   Discipline  Squad. 


WOLF   LIFSHITZ 

Wolf  was  born  May  12,  1919,  in  Kiev,  Russia. 
When  three  years  old  he  came  with  his  family  to 
New  York.  He  received  his  education  at  the 
Mesiphta  and  then  came  to  T.  A.  He  is  very  studious 
and  is  an  honor  student.  He  will  attend  Yeshiva  C. 
and  then  take  up  law. 

Class  Secretary;   Honor  Roll. 


MANUEL  LIPSCHITZ 

Making  Mr.  Astrachan  laugh  is  among  "Buddha's" 
accomplishments.  Brooklyn's  contribution  to  Barnum 
and  Bailey  was  born  March  21,  1918.  He  came  to 
us  from  Erasmus  High  and  "let  loose"  in  the  halls 
of  our  fair  school.  He  victimized  Bernstein  with  his 
Yeshiva  Counterfeiting  Ring.  He  conducted  a  last 
minute  write-in  campaign  for  president  of  the  G.  O., 
and  he  discovered  hundreds  of  ways  to  get  around 
the  law.  He  plans  to  attend  Yeshiva  C.  and  wants 
to  be  a  rabbi.  Maybe  he  wants  to  compete  with 
Father  Coughlin! 


SHEPARD  MILIANS 

Look  out  behind  you!  It's  "Sheppy"  Milians  to  bs 
sure.  "Sheppy"  "was  born  August  12,  1918,  in  Stam- 
ford, Conn.,  and  since  then,  he's  been  annoying 
people.  He  came  to  N.  Y.  in  1924  and  attended  the 
Hebrew  Institute  of  Boro  Park  and  then  came  to 
T.  A.  He  left  T.  A.  and  went  to  New  Utrecht  H.  S. 
Now  he's  back  again  and  still  annoying  people.  He 
isn't  sure  what  he'll  do  after  graduation  but  would 
like  to  go  to  Palestine. 

Athletic  Council;   Captain  of  Debating  Team. 
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MAX  NAVYASKY 

"Navy"  was  born  in  N.  Y.  December  21,  1917.  He 
attended  the  Talmudical  Institute  of  Harlem  and 
R.  J.  J.  before  entering  T.  A.  His  personality  has 
won  for  him  the  friendship  and  admiration  of  all 
those  whose  pleasure  it  "was  to  meet  him.  "Navy" 
is  also  a  brilliant  student — especially  in  Math.  Per- 
haps that  is  why  he  wants  to   be  a  Math,   teacher. 

Class  Vice-President;  Class  President;  Student  Aid 
Committee;  Math.  Club;  Honor  Roll. 


JOSEPH  S.  NOBLE 

"Romeo"  Noble  claims  he  was  born  in  "a  state  of 
ignorance,"  March  10,  1918.  He  studied  at  R.  J.  J. 
before  coming  to  T.  A.  His  hobby  is  public  speaking 
and  he  does  a  good  job  of  it.  He  doesn't  know  what 
his  ambition  is,  so  he  is  going  to  Yeshiva  C.  to 
decide. 

Class  Secretary;  Secretary  of  G.  O.;  Captain  of 
Debating  Team;  Editor  of  Science  Monthly:  Elchaniie 
Staff;  Discipline  Squad;  Academy  News  Staff;  Ser- 
vice  Squad;    Honor  Roll. 


ISIDORE  PICKHOLTZ 

"Pick"  was  born  in  Poland,  December  4,  1917.  He 
came  to  N.  Y.  at  the  age  of  five  and  attended 
R.  I.  J.  His  hobby  is  studying  Talmud.  He  plans  to 
make  use  of  his  hobby  in  continuing  his  studies  at 
Yeshiva  C.  and  preparing  for  the  rabbinate. 


HAROLD  POLIKOFF 

Here  he  is — "Polly"  in  person,  and  don't  you  dare 
say  anything  against  Woonsocket!  "Polly"  was  born 
October  24,  1918,  in  N.  Y.  C.  He  moved  to  Woon- 
socket, R.  I.,  at  the  age  of  five  and  attended  public 
school  there.  He  came  to  study  at  T.  A.  in  1930. 
He  is  an  orator  of  no  mean  ability  and  spends  much 
time  addressing  audiences.  He  likes  literature,  par- 
ties, and  pistachio  nuts.  "Polly"  will  probably  at- 
tend Yeshiva  C. 

Class  President;  Class  Vice-President;  Class  Sec- 
retary; Captain  of  Debating  Team;  Editor  of  Academy 
News:   Literary  Club;    Honor  Roll. 
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FRANK  MOSES  SCHONFELD 

"Frankie"  was  born  July  9,  1916,  in  Hungary.  H? 
received  his  first  education  in  Roumania.  He  came 
to  N.  Y.  in  1925  and  attended  the  Yeshiva  d'Bronx. 
He  is  greatly  interested  in  science  and  philosophy. 
He  would  like  to  go  into  business  and  then  settle 
down  as  a  rabbi.    He  will  attend  Yeshiva  C. 


MILTON  SHAPIRO  * 

"Shippy,"  the  budding  young  author,  was  born 
December  24,  1917,  in  N.  Y.  He  attended  H.I.B.P. 
and  acquired  an  ambition  to  write.  He's  developed 
a  style  which  is  sort  of  a  combination  of  Stein, 
Faulkner,  Anderson,  and  Saroyan.  Mr.  Astrachan, 
our  English  teacher,  says  it  may  be  the  style  forty 
years  from  nov^r.  He's  not  sure.  Besides  co-editing 
the  Elchanite,  "Shippy"  hasn't  done  anything  in 
four  years.    He  plans  to  attend  Yeshiva  C. 

Co-editor  of  Elchanite;  Honor  Roll. 


MAX  I.  TROPPER 

"Pop"  was  born  in  N.  Y.  C,  August  4,  1918,  and 
was  educated  at  Tiphereth  Jerusalem,  R.  J.  J.,  and 
the  Mesiphtah  before  entering  T.  A.  He  wants  to 
be  a  successful  lawyer  or  rabbi.  He  is  now  taking 
post-graduate  lArork  at  night  school.  He  may  go  to 
C.  C.  N.  Y. 

Athletic  Manager  of  G.  O.;  Vice-President  of  G.  O.; 
Class  President. 


JEROME  WILLIG 

"Jerry"  was  born  in  Brooklyn,  September  29,  1917. 
It  was  then  that  he  took  up  his  hobby — thinking.  He 
attended  R.  J.  J.  and,  after  entering  T.  A.,  he  became 
the  kind  of  student  who  studies  but  never  does  any 
homework.  He  is  now  going  to  Yeshiva  C.  and 
wants  to  be  a  Math,  teacher. 

President  of  G.  O.,  President  of  Class,  Honor  Roll, 
Chess  and  Checker  Club. 
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NATHAN  ZELIKOW 

"Zelly,"  the  Elchanite  ad-gsttsr,  was  born  August 
27,  1918,  in  N.  Y.  C.  He  received  his  elementary 
education  at  the  Yeshiva  d'Bronx  and  then  came  to 
T.  A.  After  going  to  college,  he  will  go  into  busi- 
ness. Judging  from  the  way  he  gets  ads,  he  should 
be  a  success. 

Class  President;  Elchanite  Business  Staff:  £Jchani(e 
Advertising  Manager. 
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LAST   WILL  AND   TESTAMENT 

lEdilor's  Note: — When  the  time  comes  /or  the  graduates  to  bequeath  a  will,  it  gets  so,  that  we 
ieel  hke  a  bunch  o/  haughty  benelactors.  It  leels  strange  that  we  are  really  giving  up  something 
inherent,  something  with  which  we  could  never  have  parted.  The  Spring  is  probably  to  blame, 
because  this  perennial  obsession  has  a  peculiar  tendency  to  give  one  a  morbid  propensity  lo 
sloth  and  browsing.  What  can  one  do,  however,  when  one  graduates  but  once  in  a  hieinnti, 
and  has  only  one  opportunity  to  present  a  bunch  ot  ioUy  pedants  and  teachers  with  nonsensical 
objects  of  allection?) 

We,  the  Class  of  June,  1935,  leave  our  alma  mater  gladly,  yet  sadly.  Four 
long  and  seemingly  endless  years,  we  have  labored  and  toiled,  played  pranks 
and  studied,  and  have  secretly  accumulated  a  vast  fortune  of  Priceless  Value. 

Thus,  we  being  extremely  kind,  fully  sound  in  mind  and  body,  and  it  being 
a  custom  (or  meshugaas)  for  a  graduating  class  to  draw  up  their  last  will;  we 
do  hereby  make,  ordain,  publish,  and  declare  this  to  be  our  last  will  and 
testament. 

We  bequeath,  bestow,  give,  and  devise  unto  our  harassed  faculty — 

To  Mr.  Leibowitz,  we  leave  bigger  and  better  chocolate  bars. 

To  Mr.  Kronish,  we  leave  hopes  of  his  writing  a  new  history  book. 

To  Mr.  Astrachan,  we  leave  his  famous  expression,  "so  what." 

To  Mr.  Hartstein,  we  leave  a  new  monetary  system  based  on  Yeshiva  checks. 

To  Dr.  Charles,  we  leave  our  Yiddish  words. 

To  Mr.  Matz,  we  leave  hopes  for  a  Ph.D. 

To  Mr.  Goldstein,  we  leave  hopes  for  a  trip  to  Gay  Pares. 

To  Mr.  Abrams,  we  leave  our  personal  belongings  consisting  of  non-negoti- 
able, not  excused  admit  slips. 

To  Mr.  Orleans,  we  leave  an  unabridged  dictionary. 

Furthermore,  I,  Wolf  Lifschitz,  leave  Mr.  Kronish  his  famous  "short  stories." 

I,  Israel  Gerber,  leave  some  of  my  quibbles  to  Mr.  Astrachan. 

I,  Herzl  Freed,  leave  Mr.  Hartstein  the  position  of  Head  of  the  Economics 
Department. 

I,  Milton  Shapiro,  leave  Mr.  Kronish  bigger  and  better  stooges. 

I,  Nathan  Bernstein,  leave  Mr.  Lebowitz  all  my  scientific  knowledge. 

I,  Manuel  Lipschitz,  leave  a  movie  house  on  the  Yeshiva  premises  so  that 
T.  A.  students  won't  have  far  to  walk. 

I,  Irving  Ehrenthal,  leave  Mr.  Astrachan  my  new  theory  on  psychology. 

I,  Frank  Schonfeld,  leave  Mr.  Kronish  William  Randolph  Hearst. 

I,  Benjamin  Kreitman,  leave  Mr.  Leibowitz  his  perennial  smile. 

I,  Harold  Polikoff,  leave  Mr.  Astrachan  an  amplifier  through  which  he  may 
tell  students  that  he  "Can't  hear  a  word." 

I,  Jacob  Abramowitz,  leave  some  soft  beds  for  Mr.  Hartstein's  Economics 
period. 

Sworn  to  and  subscribed  before  me  this  7th  day  of  May,  1935. 

Benjamin  Kreitman,  Notary  Public. 

My  commission  expires  May  6.  1935. 
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ON  THE  GOOD  SHIP  LOLLIPOP 

(The  following  prophecy  is  pubUshed  through  the  courtesy  of  the  United 
States  Weather  Bureau.  The  Bureau  has  fallen  down  on  weather  forecasts  so 
badly,  that  it  has  decided  to  try  its  hand  at  prophesying  the  lives  of  our 
graduates,  twenty-five  years  from  now.  All  objections  and  corrections  should 
be  sent  to  the  United  States  Weather  Bureau,  Washington,  D.  C,  and  they  will 
be  promptly  disregarded. — The  Editors.) 

The  ship  crawled  on  the  pimpled  water.  It  swung  on  its  sides  with  the  rude 
grace  of  a  drunkard.  The  sun  didn't  shine;  it  hid  and  danced  behind  the 
clouds  that  looked  like  mounds  of  whipped-cream.  The  waves  lapped  against 
the  side  of  the  ship  and  hugged  it,  rows  of  trees  leaning  against  the  crest  of 
rising  hills.  People  were  playing  on  the  deck;  some  walked  and  talked  and 
balked  at  every  roll  of  the  ship.  The  Captain  stayed  in  his  room,  alone,  and 
read  from  a  fat  and  handsome  looking  volume  of  Keats'  and  Shelley's  poetry. 
He  read  the  sonnets  by  Keats  and  sipped,  at  the  same  time,  a  glass  of  hot 
chocolate,  with  all  the  eagerness  and  glow  of  a  child  swallowing  spoonfuls  of 
ice  cream.  The  Captain  very  much  liked  to  spend  his  time  this  way  and  a  calm 
voyage  always  afforded  him  infinite  and  hilarious  delight.  He  loved  to  con- 
verse with  some  of  the  passengers  about  the  poetry  of  Keats  and  Shelley.  That 
day  he  was  liiolafied  that  there  was  a  poet  on  the  boat  who  was  ever  trying  to 
revive  the  poetry  of;  fiertrude  Stein;  a  poet  who  gave  lectures,  but  who  on  this 
voyage,  was  taking  a  rest.  The  Captain  left  his  hot  chocolate  and  poetry  and 
found  the  poet  reading  aloud  some  of  Gertrude  Stein's  rough  and  Uhintelligible 
lines.  His  voice  rolled  flowing-like,  garrulously,  lending  rare  rhythm  to  the 
poetry.  He  talked  to  the  waves  and  at  first  Captain  Dorfman  was  afraid  to 
bother  this  eccentric  person.  The  Captain  strolled  back  and  forth  and  waited 
till  the  poet  closed  his  book  and  leaned  against  the  rail.  The  Captain  ap- 
proached and  called  out:  •  -i^W 

"Hello,  my  dear  sir."  ■ ,; 

"How  do  you  do?" 

"I  am  Captain  Dorfman  of  the  Good  Ship  Lollipop.  And  who  are  you,  my 
dear  sir?" 

"My  name  is  Milton  Shapiro." 

"I  suppose  that  you  are  enjoying  your  trip  very  much.  You  seem  to  be 
engrossed  in  poetry." 

"Oh,  yes.  Poetry  instills  in  me  a  rare  liveliness  that  tends  to  embalm  me 
with  a  fogginess.  I  am  sometimes  senseless  and  feel  nothing  but  the  lively 
rhythm  that  Gertrude  Stein  creates.  Indeed,  I  believe  that  she  is  a  world  in 
herself."  The  Captain  pocketed  his  hands  and  listened  with  strained  ears  to 
the  words  of  this  poet  who  was  surely  an  odd  worshipper  of  poetry. 

"I  have  attempted  to  read  Gertrude  Stein  many  times,"  said  the  Captain, 
"but  I  have  always  found  her  work  hard  to  understand.  She  seems  to  like 
verbal  hardness  and,  as  a  result,  she  writes  unintelligible  stuff.    1  have  strug- 
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gled  over  her  poetry,  in  fact,  grappled  ferociously,  exerting  the  effort  to  over- 
come a  tiger,  but  I  have  been  unsuccessful.  On  the  other  hand,  the  poems  of 
Keats  are  lively  in  a  way  that  seduces  you.  When  I  sip  my  hot  chocolate,  with 
the  steam  rising  from  it  as  curls  of  smoke,  and  read  poetry,  a  hurricane 
couldn't  bother  me." 

The  poet  broke  out  in  a  smile  that  seemed  to  crack  the  corners  of  his  mouth. 

The  Captain  took  Shapiro  by  the  arm  and  both  strolled  the  deck,  engaged 
very  much  in  the  possibility  that  Keats'  poetry  and  beauty  will  be  immortal, 
and  Shelley's  egocentricity  will  doom  him.  Their  delightful  talking,  however, 
was  only  ephemeral,  for  Leibowitz,  the  radio  operator,  came  running,  panting, 
thirsty  for  a  peaceful  breath. 

"Captain  Dorfman,  sir,  there  seems  to  be  an  undue  commotion  on  the  ship, 
for  my  messages  from  the  States  are  coming  over  the  wires  full  of  static.  I 
hope  you  will  be  able  to  do  something." 

"A  commotion  did  you  say?  All  right,  1  will  see  that  it  is  stopped  immedi- 
ately. Meanwhile,  return  to  your  radio."  The  Captain  turned  to  Shapiro  and 
excused  himself.  He  walked  hastily  on  and  Shapiro  engaged  himself  pleas- 
antly by  watching  the  nervousness  of  the  hopping  waves. 

The  Captain  searched  the  ship,  like  a  bird  looking  for  bits  of  food  in  the 
grass,  to  locate  the  source  of  commotion.  He  walked  hurriedly,  the  motion 
of  his  feet  like  that  of  a  skipping  rooster.  His  conversation  with  the  poet 
Shapiro,  that  promised  to  be  diverting  and  delightful,  had  been  interrupted, 
and  this  tended  to  raise  his  ire. 

Suddenly,  he  was  frightened  by  a  roar  of  voices  that  came  from  a  state- 
room. The  voices  were  rudely  high  and  boisterous;  the  language  used  was 
very  profane.  The  Captain  knocked  on  the  door  rather  importantly,  never 
losing  control  of  his  dignity.  The  door  was  opened  by  a  young  man  with  a 
cigar  stuck  between  his  lips  like  a  gas  jet  in  the  wall,  and  yelled:  "Yes,  sir. 
What  is  it?" 

"1  am.  sorry,"  said  the  Captain,  "but  you  people  are  making  unnecessary 
noise  and  commotion;  all  that  will  have  to  be  stopped."  He  looked  into  the 
room  and  saw  reporters  and  writing  men  surrounding  a  man  who  had  a  bushy 
mustache  decorating  his  face.  All  the  men  quieted  themselves,  and  the  man 
in  the  center  continued  with  all  the  simplicity  in  tone  of  voice  as  a  child  who 
mindlessly  promises  its  mother  to  be  good.  The  man  had  thick  eyebrows  that 
shook  at  every  twist  of  mouth.  The  Captain  entered  the  room  and  closed  the 
door  behind  him.  He  listened  mindfully  to  the  words  of  this  man,  who  was 
like  a  lone  dandelion  surrounded  by  standing  green  grass.  His  motions  lent 
rhythm  to  his  voice,  his  speech  was  omnipresent. 

"You  see,  then,"  he  said  joyously,  "that  with  the  H.I.E.P.,  one  rarely  has  to 
depend  on  his  relatives  or  his  government  for  luxuries.  Everyone  will  be  on 
an  equal  footing,  all  eating  the  same  food  and  living  in  the  same  way,  with 
abundance  of  freedom  and  democracy."  At  this  point  the  Captain  whispered 
to  one  of  the  men  and  inquired,  "What  is  this  'H.I.E.P.?'  "  The  reporter  turned 
about  and  stared,  his  eyes  reaching  out  beyond  his  skull,  like  promonotories 
on  a  cape. 
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"The  'H.I.E.P.?'  Well,  that  stands  for  a  'Heiring  In  Every  Pot.'  It  is  the 
campaign  slogan  of  this  gentleman,  Senator  Huey  Lipschitz,  who  is  presiden- 
tial candidate  for  1960."  The  Captain  put  the  palm  of  his  hand  to  his  mouth 
and  choked  a  laugh  that  would  have  sounded  something  like  the  exhaust  of 
a  motor  car.  Indeed,  what  a  herring  in  every  pot  would  do  towards  aiding  a 
depression-ridden  country  remained  impossible.  The  Captain,  however, 
shrugged  his  shoulders  in  doubt  and  contented  himself  with  simply  listening 
to  the  Senator's  talk  and  abstaining  from  any  annoying  comment.  The  Senator 
continued  energetically. 

"Unemployed  will  be  given  jobs  in  public  herring-works,  shipping  and  dis- 
tributing herring  and  pots  throughout  the  country.  This  public  works  program 
will  provide  millions  of  jobs;  it  will  serve  the  people,  and  the  herring  will  cost 
the  government  practically  nothing." 

It  was  then  that  the  illustrious  Hearst  reporter,  Pickholtz,  wearing  a  pair  of 
eye-glasses  that  looked  like  a  bic:ycle  with  its  wheels  rapidly  turning,  like 
records  on  a  phonograph,  popped  up  rather  forcefully. 

"Senator  Lipschitz,  sir.  I  am  afraid  that  your  H.I.E.P.  public  works  program 
will  afford  plenty  of  room  for  big  scale  chiselers  and  racketeers,  as  in  the  case 
of  previous  relief  programs." 

"Well,  Mr.  Pickholtz,  I  will  dare  to  say  that  your  fear  is  premature.  Our 
public  works  will  be  run  by  a  highly  efficient  staff,  consisting  of  college  pro- 
fessors and  brain-trusters,  who  will  rarely  be  deficient  in  their  unerring  efforts." 
The  Senator  beamed  with  joy  at  his  eloquent  speaking. 

"But,  Senator  Lipschitz,"  continued  Pickholtz  rather  persistently,  "will  not 
your  H.I.E.P.  program  lower  the  American  standard  of  living  to  such  a  degree, 
that  it  would  compare  with  the  present  low  standard  in  Red  Russia?" 

"Man,  if  unemployment  can  be  done  away  with,  and  its  burdening  and 
deadening  effects  vanish,  any  standard  of  living  could  be  gradually  raised. 
Our  whole  program  is  mainly  to  relieve  the  country  in  such  a  way  that  people 
will  be  satisfied." 

The  papermen  shot  questions  at  the  Senator  and  wrote  rapidly  the  words 
he  answered.  They  all  wrote  eagerly  and  with  satisfaction.  The  Senator  ran 
his  finger  through  his  big  mustache,  that  seemed  to  the  Captain  to  be  like 
the  fur  of  a  brown  bear.  Captain  Dorfman  left  the  cabin  silently,  astonished 
and  troubled  (as  if  he  had  been  walking  in  a  green  forest  when  a  tree 
knocked  him  on  his  face),  all  because  he  had  seen  such  a  crazy  sort  of  a 
presidential  candidate. 

He  soon  forgot,  however,  about  the  Senator.  He  hurried  back  to  the  poet, 
Shapiro,  with  whom  he  could  have  a  light  supper  and  talk  poetry. 

In  the  heavens  the  clouds  rolled  slowly,  rounded  like  low  waves  on  the 
ocean,  with  the  same  darkness  which  enveloped  praying  trees  in  autumn 
winds.  It  was  blacker  in  the  sky  and  night  was  coming  to  loll  in  the  heavens 
like  a  gloomy  stranger  at  a  roadside  house.  The  Captain  returned  and  found 
Shapiro  leaning  against  the  rail.  He  was  smoking  a  cigarette,  and  the  smoke 
that  rose  in  curls  was  like  the  scene  of  wrangling  human  bodies  in  agony, 
entwined  and  twisted,  dumb,  silent  and  dead. 
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The  Captain  called  to  Shapiro  and  apologized  thai  lie  had  kept  him  waiting. 

The  Captain  stared  at  the  water,  his  eyes  shining  like  door  knobs.  He 
turned  to  Shapiro  and  suddenly  suggested:  "Let  us  have  a  light  supper 
together  right  now.  We  could  have  an  enjoyable  time,  really."  Shapiro  ac- 
cepted and  with  affable  calmness  he  went  with  Captain  Dorfman  to  the  letter's 
cabin. 

They  reached  the  cabin  and  entered.  The  Captain  prepared  for  supper  and 
ordered  supper  for  both  of  them  with  a  kind  amount  of  assiduity.  He  went 
to  his  book-case  and  took  out  a  volume  of  Keats'  and  Shelley's  poetry.  He 
read  to  Shapiro  the  poems  of  Keats.    Shapiro  listened  with  eagerness. 

Suddenly  a  knock  on  the  door  interrupted  the  Captain's  flowing  words. 
The  Captain  rose,  and  a  troubled  expression  was  on  his  face.  He  went  to  the 
door.  A  bespectacled  man  was  at  the  door,  dressed  rather  importantly,  and 
with  all  the  neatness  and  trim  of  an  incense-bedecked  flower  in  blooming 
session. 

"Please  tell  me  what  you  want,  sir,"  said  the  Captain. 

"I  seem  to  have  disturbed  you.  I  am  very  sorry..  But  you  see,  sir,  I  wish 
you  would  help  me  obtain  an  interview  with  Mayor  Polikoff.  I  have  found  it 
so  far  very  difficult  to  get  near  him.  I  hope  you  will  be  able  to  help  me.  I 
would  be  very  grateful." 

"Why  is  there  such  a  necessity?"  asked  the  Captain. 

"You  see,  I  am  editor  of  the  Emporia  Gazette  and  I  am  covering  this  voyage. 
You  see,  then,  that  it  is  very  important."  The  man  spoke  sympathetically  and 
with  all  the  poise  of  a  full  grown  flower. 

"What  may  your  name  be?"  inquired  the  Captain. 

"My  name  is  Freed,  Herzl  Freed  of  the  Emporia  Gazette." 

"All  right,  Mr.  Freed,  if  you  will  return  after  supper  I  will  be  glad  to  help 
you." 

"Thank  you,  very  much."  Freed  left  the  cabin,  strutting  like  a  major  in  the 
van  of  an  army.  He  looked  handsome  from  the  rear  and  as  straight  as  a 
telephone  pole.  His  work  as  editor  of  the  Emporia  Gazette  had  proven  rather 
light  for  him,  for  he  was  an  experienced  journalist  and  reporter.  He  was  a 
happy  newspaper  man. 

The  Captain  returned  to  Shapiro,  who  was  reading  some  of  Keats'  poetry 
to  himself.  When  he  saw  the  Captain,  he  beamed  forth:  "This  poetry  is  beauti- 
ful and  merry." 

The  two  continued  to  talk  of  Shelley  and  his  "Adonais."  They  ate  lightly 
and  talked  and  ate  lightly  again. 

Freed  returned  to  his  cabin  and  prepared  himself  for  supper.  On  his  bureau 
he  found  a  yellow  piece  of  paper  with  an  odd  handwriting.    It  read: 

"Do  not  attempt  to  interview 

Mayor  Polikoff. 

H.I.E.P." 
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Freed  stood  alone  with  the  note  in  his  hand.  His  mouth  opened  and  then 
closed  suddenly  with  much  vigor,  as  a  wire  on  a  mouse  trap.  He  threw  the 
note  in  the  corner  and  determinedly  continued  to  dress  for  supper. 

When  he  had  finished  he  stood  erect  and  bold.  He  left  his  room  and 
strolled  toward  the  dining-hall.  The  way  was  dark  but  he  was  never  gripped 
by  any  fear.  In  the  dining-hall  people  were  beginning  to  eat.  They  bent  over 
their  soup,  that  rolled  to  the  edges  of  the  plate  as  water  in  a  bath-tub.  People 
were  dancing,  contorting  their  bodies,  and  some  stepped  in  perfunctory  man- 
ner. The  band  burst  forth  with  heavy  notes  and  then  slowed  down  to  a  mild 
rhythm,  in  which  Katz,  the  band  leader,  rolled  a  harmonica  between  his  lips. 
(He  did  it  all  rather  lustfully,  with  all  the  eagerness  and  craftsmanship  of  a 
Negro  eating  watermelon.) 

In  a  corner  peoples  food  about  a  table.  Arms  were  about  arms  and  body 
leaned  upon  body,  heads  were  bent  forward,  stretched  as  heads  of  chickens, 
popped  up  from  an  egg  shell.  All  peered  at  two  bold  and  stern  figures  who 
were  playing  chess,  with  red  faces  and  ruffled  eye-brows.  The  tenseness  was 
great,  and  only  the  band  music  could  be  heard  disturbingly  above  all.  Freed 
flocked  to  the  gathering  and  inquired  the  reason  of  the  crowd.  A  bearded  man 
with  a  bright  purple  suit  blurted  forth:  "Oh,  there  are  two  chess  players  here, 
Cohen  and  Leeman,  who  are  going  to  play  in  the  masters'  tournament  at 
New  York.  They  have  been  playing  chess  in  this  corner  for  four  hours.  They 
had  previously  been  in  the  center  of  the  room  but  they  had  to  be  moved  into 
this  corner  to  allow  place  for  the  diners.  They  have  not  yet  displayed  any 
emotion  at  their  present  disposition.  My  name  is  Professor  Bernstein  and  I 
am  a  scientist,  but  never  have  I  seen  human  beings  so  engrossed  in  a  single 
action.  I  am  afraid  that  this  playing  will  somehow  affect  their  minds,  leading 
to  a  mental  relapse  and  incomplete  functioning  of  the  brains.  But  with  these 
fellows  displaying  such  vigor  and  energy  at  this  game,  I  doubt  whether  a 
storm  could  uproot  them  from  their  seats." 

Freed  smiled.  Professor  Bernstein  smiled.  Both  looked  on  the  game  as  well 
as  possible.  The  game  was  disturbingly  slow,  in  fact,  it  began  to  ruffle 
Freed's  hair.  He  left  the  crowd  and  went  to  a  table.  He  sat  down  and  put  his 
hand  in  his  pocket  to  get  a  cigarette.  He  felt  a  piece  of  paper  and  pulled  it 
out.  It  was  yellow  and  had  the  same  handwriting  as  the  paper  he  found  in 
his  room.    It  also  read: 

"Do  not  attempt  to  interview 
Mayor  Polikoff. 

H.I.E.P." 

The  whole  incident  was  beginning  to  prove  troubling.  What  did  "H.I.E.P." 
mean  and  why  shouldn't  he  talk  with  Mayor  Polikoff?  Who  was  passing  these 
notes  to  him?  He  turned  about  and  looked  at  the  faces  of  the  people  near 
him.  He  recognized  the  retired  banker,  Zelikow,  who  was  backing  the  cam- 
paign of  Mayor  Polikoff.  He  saw  Mr.  Ehrenthal,  eminent  radical  lecturer, 
shaking  his  hands  and  slapping  his  table  with  his  palms.  He  appeared  to  be 
talking  rather  heatedly.  Freed  rose  slowly  and  neared  Ehrenthal's  table.  He 
heard  a  deep  voice  emitting  blatant  accusations. 

"This  Senator  Lipschitz,"  Ehrenthal  croaked  forth,  "is  nothing  but  a  quasi- 
liberal  and  a  perjurer  of  the  American  people.  He  is  but  a  malicious  dinosaur 
in  a  dog's  skin.    His  H.I.E.P.  program  .  .  ." 
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Freed  jumped  suddenly  at  the  words  he  heard.  Senator  Lipschitz  and  his 
H.I.E.P.  must  for  some  reason  have  sent  him  the  warning  notes.  He  was  silent 
and  did  not  wish  to  divulge  the  incident.  He  was  filled  with  anxiety  and 
restlessness.  It  was  odd  that  he  had  seen  neither  Senator  Lipschitz  nor  Mayor 
Polikoff  at  the  supper  tables. 

Supper  was  over  and  people  were  dancing  ever  happily.  Passengers  left 
the  dining-hall  and  strolled  on  the  deck  beneath  the  dark  heavens.  Freed 
went  out  on  the  deck,  too,  and  mingled  with  the  people.  He  walked  hurriedly 
to  the  Captains'  cabin. 

In  the  cabin  he  met  Captain  Dorfman  and  Shapiro.  The  two  had  finished 
their  supper.  Both  rose  and  went  with  Freed  onto  the  deck.  Freed  was  silent. 
He  listened  to  the  poet's  words  and  erudite  expressions.  He  saw  the  Captain's 
face  glow,  as  the  reflection  of  the  moon  in  a  tranquil  pool. 

The  last  day  of  the  voyage  came.  The  heavens  were  sunny,  frolicking  in 
pools  of  golden  clouds.  The  ocean  was  calm  and  silent,  silvery  as  silver 
bubbles  in  a  champagne  glass  against  black  jade,  quiet  and  wordless,  words 
that  were  never  spoken.  The  people  on  the  boat  were  attired  gaily  and  color- 
fully. There  was  to  be  a  banquet  in  the  honor  of  Mayor  Polikoff  of  Woon- 
socket,  who  was  presidential  candidate  for  1960,  against  Senator  Huey  Lip- 
schitz. Into  the  main  dining-room  flocked  the  passengers.  They  occupied  the 
tables  in  a  hurry  and  the  air  was  filled  with  gossip  and  talking. 

At  the  main  table  sat  Mayor  Polikoff  surrounded  by  the  members  of  his 
reputed  brain-trust:  Kreitman,  master  of  jurisprudence;  Navyasky,  Gellman, 
Lifshitz,  noted  attorney;  Secretary  Milians,  Fogel,  and  Burstein.  His  face  glowed 
in  rare  merriment  and  he  occasionally  glanced  askance  at  his  brain-trust. 
They  sat  importantly,  with  firm  mouths.  All  seemed  to  be  an  imposing  group 
of  wise  men  and  philosophers.  They  could  wield  sharp  tongues  and  brandish 
rareness  of  wit. 

The  people  began  to  eat  and  chat  at  every  sip  of  soup.  They  talked  of  the 
impressive  Polikoff  and  of  the  eccentric  Lipschitz.  Senator  Lipschitz  was  sitting 
at  a  separate  table  at  the  side  of  the  dining-room,  surrounded  by  his  body- 
guard Gerber  and  empty  chairs.  At  Polikoff's  table  sot  Rabbi  Schonfeld,  the 
master  of  ceremonies,  and  Zelikow,  financier  of  Polikoff's  campaign. 

Mayor  Polikoff  looked  at  Rabbi  Schonfeld,  and  the  latter  stood  and  spoke 
forth  with  quality  of  voice: 

"Ladies  and  gentlemen.  We  are  honoring  today  a  figure  of  national  im- 
portance, a  man  who  has  proven  to  be  the  friend  of  the  people.  He  has  dealt 
with  everyone  with  all  his  kindness  and  munificence."  With  this  a  roar  of 
applause  went  up  from  one  side  of  the  room  which  was  drowned  by  the 
thunder  of  boos  emitted  from  the  other  side.  Rabbi  Schonfeld  smiled  and 
continued: 

"Indeed,  I  see  that  Mayor  Polikoff  is  immensely  popular  in  this  gathering 
today.  But  let  us  all  be  one  gay  family.  I  am  sure  that  there  is  nothing  in 
Mayor  Polikoff's  qualities  that  would  even  antagonize  a  tender  child."  Again 
cheers  burst  up  and  boos  rolled  in  the  air.  Both  noises  blended  into  one  sound, 
and  echoed  forth  like  a  fog-horn. 
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"And  now,  ladies  and  gentlemen,"  continued  Rabbi  Schonfeld,  "I  give  you 
Mayor  Polikoff  of  Woonsocket,  who  will  tell  you  of  the  essential  features  of 
his  recovery  program.  At  the  conclusion  of  his  speech  you  will  be  able  to 
ask  Mayor  Polikoff  anything  you  wish." 

Polikoff  rose  amidst  the  cheers  and  recurrent  jeers  of  the  people.  He  stood 
boldly  and  calmly.  He  was  known  to  be  an  eloquent  speaker,  possessing  all 
the  vim,  vigor,  and  vitality  of  an  athlete  on  the  gridiron  before  a  football  game. 
His  face  glowed  like  that  of  a  daisy.  His  eyes  were  shining  with  fire  and 
heat,  appearing  as  holes  in  a  burning  furnace's  grating. 

"Ladies  and  gentlemen,"  began  Mayor  Polikoff,  "I  am  very  happy  to  speak 
to  you  merry  people  today.  I  do  not  wish  to  burden  you  with  hours  of  dis- 
cussion. It  would  be  simple  for  me  to  put  you  gently  to  slumber  with  continued 
filibustering.  I  will,  however,  indulge  in  presenting  to  you  the  essential  points 
of  my  recovery  program,  in  a  manner  of  simplicity. 

"Our  program  is  based  solely  on  popularizing  the  government,  affording 
an  increased  democracy.  To  this  end  we  will  allow  measures,  drawn  up  by 
the  people,  to  be  considered  in  the  legislature. 

"The  monetary  system  will  be  socialized,  and  each  family  will  possess  a 
printing  press,  for  private  printing  of  national  currency.  The  result  will  be  in- 
flation on  a  grand  scale,  and  increased  foreign  trade.  Prices  will  rise,  profits 
will  increase,  and  with  this  more  money  can  be  printed.  All  our  opponents 
will  naturally  be  silenced  in  their  riotous  objections  when  they  will  be  pre- 
sented with  printing  presses. 

"To  further  our  educational  system  we  will  build  schools  and  universities 
throughout  the  country  where  education  will  be  received  as  easily  as  drinking 
water  from  a  well. 

"These  are  a  few  of  the  most  important  points  in  our  recovery  plan.  The 
eminent  Dr.  Jacob  I.  Hartstein,  president  of  Yeshiva  College,  has  whole- 
heartedly endorsed  my  program.  Our  program  is  really  very  detailed  and 
complicated,  and  I  and  my  brain-trust  are  often  wrapped  up  for  nights  in  the 
pages  and  documents  containing  our  plans.  I  plan  to  publish  the  entire  pro- 
gram soon,  and  to  hand  it  among  the  people. 

"I  am  now  ready  for  questions  and  discussion."  Mayor  Polikoff  turned  to  hi=; 
brain-trust  and  Kreitman,  Navyasky,  Gellman,  Lifshitz,  Milians,  Fogel,  and 
Burstein  nodded  and  smiled  to  him  in  magnificent  acquiescence.  The  oeoole 
chattered  freely.  They  turned  to  Senator  Lipschitz  and  then  to  Mayor  Polikoff 
and  then  shrugged  their  shoulders  in  obvious  doubt  and  question. 

Senator  Lipschitz  arose  from  his  chair  and  called  sternly  to  the  Mayor: 
"Mayor  Polikoff,  I  would  like  to  know  what  you  are  going  to  do  about  the  red 
peril  in  Squeedunk,  and  the  yellow  peril  in  Oshkosh?" 
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Mayor  Polikoff  was  puzzled  and  turned  to  his  brain-trust  to  seek  an  answer 
in  their  blank  faces.  He  suddenly  asked  them:  "What  would  you  suggest  in 
this  case,  gentlemen?"  Navyasky,  Gellman,  Lifshitz,  Milians,  Fogel,  and 
Burstein  answered  that  they  had  no  idea  that  there  existed  any  red  peril  in 
Squeedunk  and  yellow  peril  in  Oshkosh.  It  was  the  prolific  Colonel  Kreitman 
who  piped  up  and  said: 

"Mayor  Polikoff,  don't  you  think  it  would  be  a  good  idea  to  appoint  a  com- 
mittee?" Polikoff  lowered  his  head  as  in  a  pensive  mood.  He  retorted  in 
agreement,  victoriously,  "Yes,  Senator  Lipschitz,  I  will  appoint  a  committee 
of  investigation.  I  hereby  appoint  Kreitman  and  Gellman  as  a  committee  of 
investigation."  ■  ■ 

Lipschitz  sat  down  and  quieted  himself.  He  sought  questions  with  which 
he  could  catch  Polikoff  in  a  trap,  but  his  mind  was  dry  of  all  possible  thought, 
sapped  as  a  rubber  tree.  His  head  was  bowed  and  bent,  as  steel  girders 
broken  after  a  tremendous  fire  in  a  dirigible. 

There  suddenly  arose  from  the  center  of  the  room  Ehrenthal,  who  addressed 
his  captious  words  to  Polikoff. 

"Mayor  Polikoff,"  he  cried,  "I  would  like  to  make  a  point.  If  your  program 
is  as  complicated  as  a  spider's  web,  that  you,  yourself  don't  know  what  it's 
all  about,  how  do  you  expect  the  common  people  to  comprehend  your  entire 
program?" 

Immediately  Polikoff  turned  to  his  ever  ready  Kreitman,  who  spoke  up  with 
the  same  wise  words:  "Mayor  Polikoff,  don't  you  think  it  would  be  a  good  idea 
to  appoint  a  committee?"  And  at  that  retort  Mayor  Polikoff  appointed  Kreitman 
and  Gellman  on  a  committee  to  promulgate  elucidations  of  the  complicated 
program.. 

Polikoff  saw  that  no  more  questions  were  being  raised,  but  he  saw  Lipschitz 
and  Ehrenthal  in  a  perturbed  and  perplexed  condition  of  mind.  Polikoff  sat 
down  and  the  people  continued  to  eat.  Band  leader  Katz  stood  erect  before 
his  Royal  Lollipop  Band,  and  with  the  wave  of  his  hand  the  band  played 
"On  the  Good  Ship  Polikoff."  The  people  put  down  forks  and  knives  and 
sang  merrily  with  the  band.  Katz  stuck  his  harmonica  between  his  lips  and 
blew  tunes,  his  body  shaking  rhythmically,  as  an  eucalyptus  tree.  In  the 
midst  of  it  all  Lipschitz  rose  from  his  table  with  the  massive  Gerber,  and  he 
slunk  out  of  the  room,  like  a  frightened  dog  with  its  tail  hanging  between  slim 
buttocks. 

The  night  came  and  the  ship  rolled  into  the  harbor.  Many  lights  in  the  tall 
buildings  glittered  like  fire-flies,  stable  and  suspended,  as  the  thought  of  a 
decaying  body.  On  the  boat  the  people  were  rather  cheerful  to  see  America 
again.  Acquaintances  that  had  been  made  were  being  ended  over  glasses  of 
champagne.     Captain   Dorfman    spent    much    of   the    last    few    minutes   with 
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Shapiro,  and  he  followed  his  every  step  down  the  gangplank  with  longing 
eyes  and  brooding  soul. 

Freed  was  preparing  for  his  leaving  of  the  ship.  He  whistled  merry  tunes 
and  his  heart  leaped  in  bounding  joy.  The  voyage  had  proven  a  wonderful 
one  and  he  had  obtained  a  lengthy  interview  with  Polikoff.  As  he  marched 
on  deck  with  the  satchels  swinging  from  his  arms,  he  saw  no  passengers. 
All  was  unnecessarily  quiet  at  his  end  of  the  ship. 

Suddenly,  at  a  dark  end  of  the  ship,  Freed  was  grabbed  from  behind,  and 
his  eyes  popped  out  as  he  saw  a  thin  and  dirty  hand,  holding  a  dagger,  drop 
on  him  with  the  swiftness  of  hail  drops.  .  .  . 

(Continued  next  year) 
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COLD  AND  HARD 

by  MILTON  SHAPIRO 

±  TURNED  the  dial,  I  heard  no  music,  I  went  to  the  window.  Joe  was  coming, 
blowing.  I  whistled  and  made  steam  on  the  window.  A  man's  hat  blew  down 
to  the  sewer.    I  went  to  the  door.    Joe  rapped  and  I  let  him  in. 

Cold  day.     Where's  the  gang? 

Don't  know.     They're  supposed  to  be  here. 

I  saw  no  light  in  the  room.  The  light  was  out,  like  a  pug  in  the  prize-fighter 
ring. 

Anything  on  the  radio?    Heard  Navy  was  losing  .  .  . 

Ain't  interested  in  football. 

That's  a  man's  game.    Put  on  the  light. 

It's  better  to  talk  in  the  dark.     I  can't  see  your  face. 

Joe  breathed  like  a  horse.  He  was  heavy.  He  played  football  for  money, 
on  Sunday.     He  broke  his  thumb  once  in  a  game.     He  hasn't  got  it  anymore. 

I  took  out  a  cigarette  and  gave  it  to  Joe.  I  lighted  a  match.  Saw  his  face, 
oily  and  fat. 

You're  getting  fatter,  Joe. 

1  ain't  hanging  around  women. 

I  thought  you'd  get  wise  some  day. 

Women  are  like  a  flock  of  black  sheep.  And  they  scream  and  laugh  too 
much. 

I  didn't  say  anything.  I  kept  my  mouth  shut.  Joe  didn't  say  anything.  He 
kept  his  mouth  closed.  He  made  a  lot  of  noise,  smoking  and  blowing.  He 
moved  in  his  chair  and  said,  I  got  a  job. 

Where? 

At  that  tire  place  on  the  avenue. 

Good  luck.     Getting  much? 

Ten  spot.    The  old  lady  gets  some. 

I  grinned.  I  never  grinned,  only  at  funny  jokes.  Joe's  story  was  funny. 
Never  knew  the  guy  had  it  in  him  to  work.  I  told  him.  He  said  nothing.  ! 
jingled  money  in  my  pocket. 

Got  cards? 

Yeah,  Joe. 

Got  much  dough? 

Two  in  change. 

Rusty  coming? 

Soon. 
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Put  on  the  light. 

I  got  up  and  went  to  the  wall.  I  rubbed  it.  It  was  cold,  like  Rusty's  face, 
hard.  1  pushed  the  button.  I  looked  at  Joe  and  saw  him  blink,  looking  at 
the  bulb. 

Put  something  on  the  radio. 

I  don't  like  football. 

What's  the  matter  with  you? 

I  don't  like  football. 

Maybe  there's  some  music. 

See. 

I  saw  Joe  go  to  the  radio.  I  turned  around  and  didn't  see  Joe  anymore.  It 
was  darker  in  the  street.  I  put  my  forehead  on  the  glass  and  took  it  off 
quick.  (It  was  cold  outside).  I  saw  a  star.  It  was  inside  the  blue.  It  all 
looked  cold. 

Joe  played  solitaire.  Joe  listened  to  some  jazz.  I  saw  Joe  play.  He  looked 
fat,  like  the  image  on  the  incense  burner.  I  heard  the  jazz.  The  rhythm  was 
hard,  funny,  not  natural.  It  didn't  have  motion  like  symphonic  music.  I  told 
Joe  to  lower  the  noise. 

Don't  you  like  jazz? 

Too  hard. 

He's  funny. 

You're  crazy.     Don't  like  anything. 

Hard?     Ever  hear  Guy  Lombardo? 

Jazz  is  no  good.    The  songs  are  full  of  illiteracy,  vulgarity,  dumbness. 

Joe  didn't  say  anything.  I  felt  odd,  saying  such  things  and  sounding  smart. 
1  went  to  the  bathroom  and  rinsed  my  mouth,  wet  my  hair,  combed  it.  I 
went  into  Joe.    He  was  singing  a  song,  something  like: 

If  my  dog  loves  your  dog 

And  your  dog  loves  my  dog 

Why  can't  we  love  each  other. 

I  told  Jos  it  was  dumb.     I  told  him  to  shut  up. 

What's  the  matter?  Don't  like  jazz?    Joe  was  smiling,  at  me. 

I  went  to  another  room.  The  song  was  dumb.  Thoughts  so  irrelevant,  silly, 
put  together.  It  made  money.  It  was  hard,  stilted,  like  some  of  Joyce's 
Ulysses.  He's  good  stuff  but  I  can't  understand  him.  Joe  was  dumb.  He 
couldn't  understand. 

I  went  to  Joe.  I  heard  raps  on  the  door.  I  opened  it.  It  was  rusty.  He 
was  sweating.  He  ran.  He  was  black.  His  face  was  big,  like  a  melon, 
blown,  protuberant. 

Hello,  Rusty. 
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Hello. 

What's  the  matter? 

Nothing. 

I  went  with  Rusty  to  Joe.    Joe  said  hello.    Rusty  sat  down  and  piped  up. 

What  you  fellows  doing? 

Nothing. 

Rusty  stayed  quiet,  tranquil.  He  licked  his  fat  lips.  He  had  a  light  tongue, 
he  had  white  teeth. 

1  didn't  say  anything.  Joe  kept  on  playing.  I  looked  at  the  cards  and 
turned  away.  I  heard  only  the  music.  It  grew  terrible  and  preying  in  my 
ears.    I  went  to  the  radio  and  choked  it. 

Leave  it  on. 

It's  sickening! 

No. 

You  had  enough! 

You  screwy,  huh? 

I  went  to  the  window.  I  saw  that  everything  was  black  outside.  I  looked 
at  Rusty.  He  was  black,  too.  I  thought  the  whole  world  was  black.  Rusty 
was  quiet,  still.  He  dried  up  and  took  off  his  coat.  He  showed  Joe  the  money 
he  won  at  the  pool  parlor.    Joe  grinned.    His  grin  looked  to  me  kind  of  greasy. 

Nice  shooting.  Rusty. 

Rusty  opened  his  mouth  and  blurted,  they're  all  suckers. 

I  didn't  like  the  word.  I  saw  Joe  break  up  the  rows  of  cards.  He  jingled 
money  in  his  pocket.  I  took  out  a  quarter.  It  shined.  I  put  it  back.  I  didn't 
look  at  it  anymore.  I  went  to  the  bathroom  and  drank  from  the  faucet.  I 
came  back  to  Joe  and  Rusty.  Joe  said  to  us.  Come  on,  we'll  play  poker. 
Rusty  said  it  was  all  right.  Rusty  and  Joe  looked.  I  turned  away.  I  couldn't 
look  at  them.    I  was  in  a  kind  of  transition.    I  felt  like  it. 

Joe  laughed  to  Rusty.    He  ain't  going  to  market.  Rusty. 

Rusty  looked  at  me.  I  couldn't  stand  his  dumb  gaze.  It  was  puerile  like. 
It  was  dark.     Joe  smirked  crazily. 

I  don't  feel  like  playing! 

Saving  your  dough? 

Yeah. 

Afraid  to  play. 

No,  I'm  smart! 

Did  you  hear  that.  Rusty?    He's  smart. 

I  was  angry.  Joe  went  too  far,  he  knew  no  limit.  I  turned  around.  I  put 
my  hands  in  my  pocket.  I  gave  both  a  strong,  steady  look.  They  seemed 
dumb.    They  saw  that  I  was  mad.    Then  Joe  said  I  was  crazy! 
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Joe,  what  do  you  mean  by  saying  that?  Tell  me  because  I'm  mad  at  all 
your  actions.     Tell  me  quick! 

I  said  you  were  crazy  for  not  playing  poker  with  us. 

I  shook  a  fist  at  Joe.    My  blood  ran  hotly  in  my  body. 

Get  the  devil  out  of  here,  I  screamed. 

Joe  got  up.  Rusty  went  to  the  door.  I  heard  both  go  tramping  down  the 
steps.  I  heard  them  laughing  in  the  street.  I  heard  no  more.  I  heard  my 
ears  sigh. 

I  went  to  the  radio  and  took  out  a  tube.  I  took  the  cards  and  threw  them 
into  the  street.  I  went  to  the  cold  wall  and  put  out  the  light.  I  sat  in  the  dark. 
I  lighted  a  cigarette.    I  thought  I  sow  Joe's  face  and  it  made  me  feel  cold. 

I  went  to  bed  and  opened  the  window.  I  felt  warmer  under  the  covers. 
I  didn't  see  Joe  anymore.' 
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NOMINATED  FOR  THE  HALL  OF  FAME 


DR.  SASCHA  CHARLES:  because  ha  joinad  the  faculty  of  the  Talmudical 
Academy  at  a  time  when  his  services  were  most  needed;  because  he  is  one 
of  the  most  efficient  instructors  in  German  in  the  city;  because  he  has  been 
acknowledged  the  most  popular  teacher  in  our  school;  because  he  is  active 
in  Jewish  affairs;  because  he  has  written,  in  addition  to  many  articles  in 
various  Austrian  and  American  newspapers,  an  historical  work  entitled  "Der 
Anteil  der  luden  an  der  Revolution  1848"  and  two  plays,  "Stuerzende  Welten" 
and  "Das  Stahlbad";  because  he  has  translated  into  English  the  important 
"Protocols  of  the  Elders  of  Zion,  The  Greatest  Lie  in  History,"  by  Benjamin  W. 
Segel;  because  another  translation,  'Judenhass — Menschenhass,"  by  Eduard 
W.  Jelenko,  is  now  being  published. 
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THE  PRETZEL  WOMAN 

by  HERZL  FREED 

"P 

i  RETZELS,  two  for  five;  pretzels,  two  for  five."  The  Pretzel  Woman  trudges 
heavily  along  the  sidewalk  pushing  before  her  the  squeaky  remnants  of  what 
once  served  a  happy  baby  as  a  carriage.  Her  soft  chanting  is  barely  heard 
above  the  clatter  of  passing  motor  cars.  The  early  morning  June  sun  beats 
down  upon  her  golden  cargo  of  pretzels  and  sends  a  halo  of  yellow  light 
upon  her  frail  and  bent  body. 

Tiny  blue  eyes  peep  out  from  their  sockets,  deep  in  a  mass  of  yellow 
wrinkles.  Pink,  toothless  gums,  stand  out  in  her  mouth  as  she  searches  the 
faces  of  the  passing  pedestrians.  A  tattered  silk  shawl,  a  multitude  of  colors, 
protects  her  thin  gray  hair  from  the  increasing  sweltering  heat  of  the  sun. 
The  swastika  design  does  not  seem  to  have  reduced  its  value  to  her.  Globules 
of  sweat  trickle  down  her  neck  into  her  faded  blue  dress  and  are  finally  lost 
in  her  bosom.  Each  movement  of  her  limbs  seems  to  squeak  to  the  rhythm 
of  the  ancient  carriage.  As  she  passes  by,  yellow  holes  in  her  gray  stockings 
are  exposed  by  the  movement  of  her  torn  slippers.  An  array  of  flannel  polka- 
dots  hangs  out  from  beneath  her  dress — a  striking  contrast.  Onward,  her 
huge  frame  stamps  along  the  hot  sidewalk,  pushing  her  pretzel  carriage. 

As  noon  approaches,  the  Pretzel  Woman  wends  her  way  into  a  shady  side- 
street.  No  longer  does  the  fiery  sun  pierce  her  eyeballs  when  she  lifts  her 
head.  A  cool  wind  flows  through  the  leaves  of  the  huge  poplars,  their 
shadows  playing  on  her  back.  Suddenly,  steady  streams  of  hot  sunlight 
pour  from  the  skies  as  she  nears  the  vacant  school-yard.  With  deliberate 
steps,  she  stops  at  the  iron  gate. 

The  yellow-skinned  woman,  a  grim  reminder  of  the  years  of  economic  de- 
pression, digs  her  hands  into  the  pretzels  and  produces  from  their  midst  a 
tiny  folding  chair.  She  unfolds  the  chair  and  after  putting  it  outside  the  gate, 
sits  down.  Amidst  the  squeaks  and  crackling  of  wood,  the  small  chair  dis- 
appears from  view  as  she  sits  back  to  rest  a  while.  What  relief!  She  closes 
her  eyes  and  wipes  her  brow.  From  within  the  carriage,  she  takes  out  a 
newspaper-wrapped  bundle  and  carefully  unfolds  the  paper,  revealing  odd 
pieces  of  black  bread  and  a  squashed  banana.  She  picks  pieces  of  bread 
from  the  paper  and  brings  them  up  to  her  toothless  mouth.  Slowly,  she  chews 
the  food,  relishing  each  morsel.  Her  fat  hands  peel  the  sloppy  banana  and 
soon  that,  too,  is  gone. 

From  within  the  school  building,  arises  sudden  pandemonium.     The  pupils 
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axe  leaving  the  classes  for  their  lunch  hour.  The  Pretzel  Woman  wraps  up 
the  remaining  pieces  of  bread  and  hides  them  in  her  carriage.  Anxiously, 
she  awaits  her  young  patrons  and  chants  the  only  words  she  knows:  "Pretzels, 
two  for  five;  pretzels,  two  for  five."  The  boys  and  girls  pour  out  of  the  school 
doors  and  form  groups  along  the  iron  fence.  They  take  out  their  lunches 
and  eat  hurriedly  so  thai  they  will  have  more  time  to  play.  Crowds  of  boys 
and  girls  gather  near  the  Pretzel  Woman.  The  girls  hand  her  their  pennies 
through  the  gate  (they  are  not  supposed  to  leave  the  school  yard),  some  out 
of  pity  for  the  old  woman  and  some  just  to  satisfy  their  hungry  stomachs. 
The  boys  stand  by,  snickering  at  the  shabby  old  pretzel  vender,  only  a  few 
buy  her  wares. 

The  crowd  thins  and  soon  they  march  quietly  into  the  classrooms.  Lunch 
hour  is  over.  The  Pretzel  Woman  again  takes  out  her  bundle  and  swallows 
the  last  few  pieces  of  bread.  She  crumples  up  the  papers,  throws  them  away 
and  softly  brushes  the  crumbs  off  her  dress.  She  looks  about  her  carefully 
and  then  digs  her  hand  into  her  pocket.  She  takes  out  hands-full  of  coins 
and  smiles — a  sad  smile.  She  drops  the  coins  into  an  old  purse  and  wipes 
her  arm  across  her  eyes — tears.  She  folds  the  chair  and  makes  her  way 
toward  the  busy  avenue. 

Again  she  tramps  along  the  avenue  pushing  before  her  the  rusty  carriage 
and  being  pushed  from  side  to  side  by  the  rude  crowd.  For  hours,  she  walks 
under  the  hot  sun,  lifting  her  blistering  feet  from,  the  burning  sidewalk.  A 
steady  pool  of  sweat  rushes  down  her  face  and  gushes  into  her  bosom,  saturat- 
ing her  clothes  with  a  foul  odor.  The  blazing  sun  suddenly  hides  behind  a 
shield  of  clouds  and  a  cool  wind  blows  against  her  forehead  that  sends  a  chill 
up  and  down  her  body.    She  turns  back  and  pushes  heavily  on  the  carriage. 

Hopeful  of  selling  her  remaining  pretzels,  the  Pretzel  Woman  chants  a  new 
song:  "Pretzels,  a  penny;  pretzels,  a  penny."  Darkness  falls  and  the  old 
woman  enters  a  narrow  alley.    Another  day  is  ended  for  the  Pretzel  Woman. 
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THE  TROTOCOLS"-A  HOAX 

By  dr.  SASCHA  CHARLES 

Authorized  Translator  of  B.  SegeTs — The  Greatest  Lie  in  History 
The  recent  trial  in  Berne  on  the  authenticity  of  the  "Protocols"  of  the  Elders 
of  Zion,"  attracted  the  attention  of  the  whole  civilized  world.    The  "Protocols" 
purport  to  foe  the  proceedings  of  meetings  held  by  "the  Zionist  Men  of  Wisdom" 
or  "Elders  of  Zion." 

In  the  currently  used  editions  of  the  "Protocols,"  there  are  24  "protocols"  in 
the  form  of  addresses  made  by  an  individual  to  a  group.  They  are  discussions 
of  an  alleged  plan  as  to  how  the  Jew  is  to  proceed  toward  subjugating  all  gov- 
ernments and  placing  them  under  the  control  of  a  Jewish  super-government. 

The  evidence  conclusively  points  to  the  fact  that  the  "Protocols  of  the  Elders 
of  Zion"  is  a  brazen  forgery,  made  up  of  material  taken  from  an  earlier  political 
pamphlet  that  had  no  application  whatever  to  the  Jew;  and  combined  with  the 
fantastic  idea  of  "The  Elders  of  Zion"  that  had  been  first  employed  by  a  fiction 
writer,  Goedsche,  who  had  been  dismissed  from  government  service  for 
forgery. 

In  1885,  there  was  published  in  Brussels,  a  book  entitled  "Dialogue  aux 
Enfers  entre  Machiavel  et  Montesquieu"  ("Dialogue  in  Hell  between  Machia- 
velli  and  Montesquieu").  It  was  a  political  pamphlet  directed  against  the  des- 
potism of  Napoleon  111  and  written  by  a  French  lawyer,  Maurice  Joly,  but 
published  anonymously.  Joly  was  seized  by  Napoleon's  police  and  sentenced 
to  prison. 

A  copy  of  the  "Dialogue"  came  into  the  hands  of  the  correspondent  of  the 
London  Times 'in  Constantinople  in  1921,  to  whom  a  Russian  in  that  city,  who 
was  the  owner  of  that  book,  pointed  out  the  similarity  between  that  book  and 
the  Protocols. 

Upon  examination  the  correspondent  found  clear  evidence  that  the  author 
of  the  "Protocols"  merely  copied  from  the  "Dialogue"  a  number  of  the 
passages  which  are  put  into  the  mouth  of  Machiavelli,  and  ascribed  them  to 
a  Jewish  elder. 

There  is  justification  for  the  conclusion  that  a  copy  of  the  "Dialogue,"  the 
material  of  which  was  used  in  the  preparation  of  the  forged  Protocols,  reached 
the  secret  police  of  Russia  through  Rachkovsky,  head  of  the  Russian  secret 
police  in  Paris.  The  forgery  was  most  likely  perpetrated  by  a  member  of  the 
Russian  secret  police,  who  were  in  need  of  some  weapon  against  the  revolu- 
tionists of  1905. 

But  even  before  the  London  correspondent  had  brought  to  the  notice  of  the 
world  the  dependence  of  the  Protocols  on  earlier  literary  material.  Dr.  J. 
Stanjek,  in  Berlin,  discovered,  upon  the  appearance  of  the  first  edition  of  the 
Protocols  in  Germany  in  1919,  the  similarity  between  the  story  of  world  con- 
quest set  forth  in  the  Protocols  and  that  appearing  in  Goedsche's  novel 
"Biarritz."  Otto  Friedrich  in  Luebeck,  Germany,  thereupon  in  1920,  published 
a  book  called  "The  Protocols  of  the  Wise  Men  of  Zion:  A  Book  of  Forgeries," 
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in  which  the  parallel  texts  of  the  Protocols  and  Goedsche's  "Biarritz"   were 
presented. 

In  1868  a  German,  Hermann  Goedsche,  gave  to  the  public  seven  works  in 
the  form  of  memoirs  and  historical  romances,  which  were  alleged  to  have 
been  written  by  an  Englishman,  "Sir  John  Retcliffe."  In  one  of  these  works 
of  fiction  he  described  a  secret  assembly  of  the  "Elect  of  Israel"  pictured  as 
being  held  once  in  a  century,  around  the  tomb  of  a  "Holy  Rabbi,  Simeon  ben 
Jehudah,"  in  the  ancient  cemetery  at  Prague. 

The  works  of  the  alleged  Retcliffe  were  widely  advertised  and  enjoyed  a 
large  circulation  because  they  were  the  "thrillers"  of  their  day  and  had  the 
reputation  of  being  semi-pornographic.  For  the  first  10  years  following  their 
publication,  and  even  later,  no  one  viewed  these  works  as  serious  literature; 
they  were  understood  to  be  books  of  fiction,  though  they  were  undeniably 
intended  by  the  author  to  pander  to  the  anti-Jewish  prejudices  of  the  people. 

This  form  of  fiction  was  enjoying  a  considerable  vogue  in  Germany  at  that 
period  because  of  the  translated  works  of  Dumas  and  Sue.  The  injection  of 
anti-Semitic  material  was  the  new  departure  of  Goedsche. 

This  material  of  Goedsche  was  seized  upon  as  authentic  reports  and  formu- 
lated into  protocols  by  anti-Semitic  groups  in  Germany,  during  the  activities 
of  Treitschke  and  Stoecker  in  that  country. 

It  is  pertinent  to  state  at  this  point  that  Goedsche,  at  one  time  in  the  Prussian 
postal  service,  where  he  served  as  a  spy  for  the  Secret  Police,  was  dismissed 
because  of  the  infamous  role  he  played  in  the  case  involving  the  democratic 
leader,  Benedict  Waldeck,  whom  he  sought  to  discredit  through  a  forged 
statement. 

In  1893,  two  anti-Semitic  newspapers  of  Germany  redated  this  material, 
simultaneously,  in  the  form  of  a  speech  said  to  have  been  delivered  by  a 
Rabbi  at  a  secret  meeting  of  his  disciples  in  the  cemetery  at  Prague. 

In  1911,  it  was  translated  into  French,  and  in  1912,  it  was  again  published 
by  the  anti-Semitic  press  of  Germany  in  the  guise  of  an  alleged  stenographic 
report  of  a  speech  delivered  by  a  Rabbi  at  a  Zionist  Congress  held  at  Lem- 
berg,  which  was  never  held  in  that  city. 

Besides  the  London  Times  correspondent.  Dr.  Stanjek,  Otto  Friedrich  and 
Professor  Strack,  who  unmasked  the  Protocols,  Herman  Bernstein,  distinguished 
journalist  and  former  American  minister  to  Albania,  wrote  an  excellent  treatise 
on  that  subject  called  "The  History  of  a  Lie." 

But  it  was  Benjamin  Segel,  the  author  of  the  extensive  work  "Die  Protokolle 
der  Weisen  von  Zion,  kritisch  beleuchtet.  Fine  Erledigung,"  as  well  as  of  the 
abbreviated  popular  edition  of  this  work,  which  bears  the  title  "Weltkrieg, 
Weltrevolution,  Weltverschwoerung,  Weltoberregierung,"  who  by  his  incom- 
parable logic  irrefutably  proved  the  Protocols  to  be  a  forged  document  and 
nefarious  plot  against  the  whole  Jewish  people. 

The  author  not  only  rendered  a  great  service  in  unmasking  the  Protocols 
as  a  detestable  trick  of  concerted  anti-Semitism,  but  he  also  proved  the  various 
crimes,  which  that  spurious  document  attributed  to  Jews,  to  be  downright 
falsehoods. 
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LIGHT 

by  MILTON  SHAPIRO 

A  light  pricked  spear-like 

Blinding,  coercing  an  eyelid  to  shut 

Sight  of  all  that  lent  power  to  my  breath. 

I  breathed  ever  cooler,  than  when 

The  steam  of  a  fire-ridden  cave,  fenced 

With  white-bone  posts,  had  swelled 

My  nostrils,  brushing  my  cratered-lips 

With  warmth  of  sun,  as  warm  water 

Lapped  on  my  cheeks. 

The  light  seemed  like  pale  phlegm 

Behind  my  eyelid.     Stern,  rude — 

Devilish,  when  a  mind  couldn't  react: 

Senseless  and  empty,  a  motor  sputtering, 

Failing  to  budge. 

My  hand  yearned  to  write,  a  pen 

To  spill  blue  trails  of  life. 

Like  blood — red  and  spurting 

With  geyser-eagerness  at  every  cut. 

The  light  shined  stubbornly: 

A  lively  feverishness  embalmed  my 

Head  when  the  deep  darkness  of 

My  skull  sighed,  now  that  the 

Sprightly  fiery  intruder  was  gated 

Out  of  my  eyelid-screen. 

A  dullness  of  a  fogged-day  and 

Rain-drenched  earth  (when  life 

Abhored  the  pricking  of  drops 

And  burdening  rattle)  gripped 

My  bones.    Light  hardly  remained: 

It  evanesced,  danced  and  hid 

Like  a  mouse  out  of  a  hole  in  the  wall. 

My  veins  and  yawning  stomach 

Fell  back  in  a  welcomed  darkness. 

Deep-caverned  skull  dwelled  in  shadowy 
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Mist  of  ubiquitious  silence,  solitude 

And  inky-blackness.     Canals  of  hot 

Blood  pounded  in  my  throat,  raising 

An  echo  of  heartful,  exaggerated 

Thunder. 

A  whisper  came  to  the  doors 

Of  my  ears  rolling  like  a  storm 

On  the  crest  of  clouds  shaped 

Like  mounds  of  sand  dunes. 

Hear  you,  it  said  impolitely. 

Raise  your  stained  pen,  rusty 

With  ink,  and  push  along 

The  smooth  surface,  dividing  life 

Like  humans  crawling  on  this  earth's 

Face,  breathing  and  giving  life — . 

I  rested  my  hand  on  the  table. 

And  I  sweated  heavily,  drops 

Clinging  to  my  pimpled  skin:  like 

A  bee  skipping  on  shapely-brimmed  flowers. 

My  body  sighed  and  echoed  a  tone 

That  frightened  every  motion  and 

Breath  of  my  brains. 

I  planted  the  pen  in  the  table 

And  the  flow  of  life  was  altered: 

As  a  spear  breaks  a  pore 

And  as  a  light  piercing  of  the  heart 

Ends  a  wistful  breathing,  while 

All  the  body  enjoys  an  ephemeral  gust 

Of  Death's  dreadful  and 

Burning  wind. 

My  straw-haired  head  fell  over  my  arm: 

A   green-stemmed   flower   bowed   before   the   wind. 

I  begged  to  sleep  and  the  light 

Shined  sheepishly:  ineffective:  as  a  cot's 

Meows  in  the  succession  of  native 

Drums. 
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BIRO -BID  J  AN 

ASSIMILATION  IN  A  NEW  CLOAK 
by  BENJAMIN  KREITMAN 


I 


N  the  year  1929,  the  Soviet  Government  decided  to  create  the  Jewish  National 
Territory  "Biro-Bidjan,"  on  the  Amur  River  between  its  tributaries  Bira  and 
Bidjan.  The  Soviet  Government  further  declared  that,  upon  the  settlement  of 
about  100,000  Jews  in  this  region,  the  territory  would  be  proclaimed  an 
autonomous  state  under  the  supervision  and  protection  of  the  Soviet  Union. 
By  this  action,  the  communist  leaders  said  to  the  Jews  the  world  over,  "Here 
is  a  huge  territory  where  you  Jews  can  live  safely  and  thrive  in  peace  and 
contentment." 

Immediately  thereafter,  there  sprang  up,  in  every  country  with  a  Jewish 
population,  organizations  to  further  and  induce  the  colonization  of  Biro-Bidjan. 
(The  association  in  America  is  the  IGOR.)  The  unfortunate  downtrodden  Jews 
of  Russia  received  the  proposal  enthusiastically,  but  the  Jews  in  other  countries 
received  the  proposition  with  suspicion. 

Today,  although  Biro-Bidjan  has  been  proclaimed  a  Jewish  autonomous 
state,  there  seems  to  be  more  confusion  than  ever.  Many  Jews  regard  the 
plan  with  enthusiasm,  hailing  the  Soviet  Union's  action  as  the  great  solution 
of  the  grave  Jewish  problem,  while  others  condemn  and  actively  oppose  Biro- 
Bidjan  for  Jewish  colonization. 

The  essence  of  the  arguments  in  favor  of  Biro-Bidjan  as  a  haven  for  the 
Jaws  can  be  summed  up  as  follows: 

1.  Biro-Bidjan  opens  to  the  Jews  a  vast,  tillable  territory  and  offers  them 
the  opportunity  to  become  farmers  and  productive  laborers. 

2.  The  Jew  is  presented  with  a  new  Marxist  Yiddish  Culture,  purged  of  the 
Jewish  religion,  traditional,  and  ethical  teachings  and  based  upon  the  Yiddish 
jargon-dialect. 

3.  No  hostile  nationality  of  marked  importance  will  inhabit  the  region, 
which  fact  makes  Biro-Bidjan  an  ideal  haven. 

4.  The  Soviet  Government  binds  herself  to  protect  the  territory  in  case  of 
attack  by  any  other  power  or  powers. 

The  opposition  discredits  Biro-Bidjan  with  the  following  arguments: 

1.  The  new  Yiddish  Culture,  devoid  of  the  Jewish  religion,  substitutes  the 
materialistic  faith  of  the  Trinity:  Marx,  Lenin,  and  Stalin.  This  culture  will 
inevitably  result  in  the  disintegration  of  the  Jewish  nation. 
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2.  Biro-Bidjan  is  only  a  buffer  state  between  Japan  and  Russia,  and  be- 
cause of  the  threatening  Russo-Japanese  war,  the  Jew  that  settles  there  places 
his  life  in  jeopardy. 

3.  The  great  contrast  in  weather,  the  tremendous  heat  in  the  summer  and 
the  severe  cold  in  the  winter,  will  effect  the  Jew  that  settles  there  both  physically 
and  mentally. 

As  far  as  the  actual  material  advantages  involved  in  the  plan  are  con- 
cerned, that  is  a  matter  of  argument  and  speculation  that  might  be  adjusted. 
But  physical   care   and   material   progress   alone   cannot   sustain   the   Jewish 

nation,  for  the  Jewish  nation  lives  and  dies  by  the  spiritual  concepts  which 
constitutes  its  very  being. 

The  people  that  lived  through  Egypt  and  Persia,  through  the  Hellenistic 
period  and  the  purging  of  early  Christianity,  through  the  Crusades  and  the 
Black  Death,  through  the  German  reactions  in  the  sixteenth  century,  the  rigors 
of  the  early  German  imperial  period,  and  the  Dreyfus  case;  the  people  who 
survived  the  ritual  murder  attacks  in  Russia  and  Poland,  and  the  false  Proto- 
cols of  the  Elders  of  Zion,  have  done  so  because  of  the  Jewish  religion.  All 
historians  unite  in  saying  that  the  secret  of  the  Jewish  immortality  is  that  the 
Jew  safeguarded  a  tradition  of  love  for  the  spiritual  and  the  moral  as,  his 
highest  possession. 

Can  the  barren  materialistic  Yiddish  Culture  in  Russia,  and  especially  in 
Biro-Bidjan,  sustain  the  Jewish  nation?     The  answer  is  obviously,  No.! 

The  adherents  to  the  new  Yiddish  Culture  will,  however,  argue  that  possibly 
this  culture  will  be  sufficient  to  keep  the  nation  alive,  to  give  it  a  chance.  I 
need  only  to  cite  the  following  evidences  of  the  attitude  of  the  Jewish  and 
non-Jewish  communists,  one  of  which  is  the  work  of  Lenin,  the  second  in  the 
Trinity  of  Communism,  the  Bible  of  Modern  Russia.  In  a  speech  entitled, 
"The  National  Spectre  of  Assimilation,"  he  said  concerning  the  Jewish  question: 

"But  it  is  just  as  certain  that  he  who  pretends  to  be  a  Marxist,  but  violently  attacks 
the  Marxist  of  another  nation  for  assimilation  in  practice  is  just  a  petty  bourgeois 
nationalist." 

Another  excerpt  from  a  speech  of  Lenin  clearly  shows  his  position  on  the 
solution  of  the  Jewish  problem.  Speaking  about  the  dire  predicament  of  the 
Jews  in  Galicia  and  Russia,  he  says: 

"They  indicate  that  assimilation  can  be  denounced  only  by  the  Jewish  reactionary 
petty  bourgeois,  who  wish  to  turn  back  the  wheel  of  history   .   .   ." 

These  statements  by  the  idols  of  Communism  are  indicative  of  the  attitude 
towards  the  Jewish  question  of  the  Soviet  Union  and  its  leaders  today.  A 
keen  writer  about  Jewish  affairs  in  Russia  and  especially  in  Biro-Bidjan 
noticed  the  lack  of  interest  for  the  new  Yiddish  Culture.  At  the  Soviet  Writers' 
Congress  held  last  year,  there  assembled  about  three  hundred  writers,  authors. 
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and  journalists.  A  fourth  of  these  writers  were  Jewish,  only  eight  wrote  in 
Yiddish.  It  is  even  difficult  to  secure  the  official  Yiddish  paper  in  Moscow, 
although  it  is  widely  publicized.  The  Jewish  Communist  leaders  in  Biro- 
Bidjan  are  afraid  to  show  any  real  interest  in  Jewish  affairs  for  they  might 
be  reprimanded  for  showing  nationalistic  tendencies.  This  evidence  shows 
that  the  Yiddish  Culture  is  only  a  transitional  stage,  a  bridge  between  true 
Judaism  and  assimilation.  Biro-Bidjan  is  to  be  a  center  from  which  will 
radiate  the  death  rays  of  assimilation  in  an  attempt  to  reach  the  Jews  of  the 
world. 

The  Soviet  Union  does  not  want  to  preserve  the  Jew  as  a  nation;  its  purpose 
is  to  encourage  the  Jews  to  assimilate  in  accordance  with  the  general  plan 
to  replace  all  nations,  religions,  peoples,  with  one  religion — Communism. 

The  intentions  of  Russia  are  clear;  they  are  a  challenge  to  the  Jewish  people 
and  religion.  The  Jews  the  world  over  must  rally  to  the  defense  of  their 
historical  mission — the  promulgation  of  truth,  justice  and  idealism  as  factors 
in  the  relations  of  the  world. 

Should  the  Jews  accept  Biro-Bidjan?  Should  they  assimilate  and  give  up 
their  struggle  for  truth?  There  is  only  one  answer.  They  must  not  and  they 
shall  not! 
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FALL  EXECUTIVE  COUNCIL 


SITTING — Joseph  S.   Noble,  Jerome  Willig,  Max  Tropper. 
STANDING — Herzl  Freed,  Milton  Shapiro,  Albert  Rubenstein., 
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SPRING  EXECUTIVE  COUNCIL 


SITTING — Phillip  Kaplan,  Julius  Dorfman,  Meyer   Beckerman. 
STANDING — Herzl  Freed,  Herbert  Friedman,  Milton  Shapiro. 
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STUDENTS'  COUNCIL 


FRONT    ROW— Berent, ,    Navyasky,    Steinberg,    Gottlieb,  Lichtenstein,  Noble. 

SITTING — Rubenstein,   Tropper,   Kaplan,   Willig,   Mr.   Lichtenberg,  Dorfman,   Beckerman,   Freed,   Shapiro. 
STANDING — Gellman.    Cohen,    Koslowsky,    Kreitman,    Zeisel,   Friedman,   Feigenbaum,   Haar,   Krieger. 
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ATHLETIC  COUNCIL 


S'I'ANDING      Avvrick,  ,  ,    Nadar. 

SITTING — Willig,   Gerber,   Rubenstein,   Friedman,   Zelikow,   Leibowitz. 
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DEBATING  COUNCIL 
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DISCIPLINE  SQUAD 
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FRONT  ROW — Reuben  M.  Katz,  Albert  Leeman,  Joseph  Wise,  Max  Tropper,  Isidore  Pickholtz,  Herzl  Freed. 

SITTING — Zacharia  Gellman,  Max  Navyasky,  Hyman  Leibowitz,   Irving   Berent,   Nathan  Zelikow,   Israel  Gerber,   Her- 
bert Friedman,  Morris  Le Vinson. 

STANDING — Henry  Zeisel,   Benjannin  Kreitman,   Albert   Rubenstein,    Jerome    Willig,    Shepard    Milians,    Irving    Krieger, 
Jerome  S.  Noble,  Saul  Slomka. 
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ACADEMY  NEWS  STAFF 


FRONT    ROW — Morris    Pickholtz,    Joseph    S.    Noble,    Aaron    Brown,    Hyman    Koenlgsberg,   Charles    Haar,    Meyer 
Abramowitz,   Menahem  Jacobowritz. 

SITTING — Hyman  Leibowitz,  Leo  Laks,  Saul  Slomka,  Lawrence  Cohen,  Joseph  Wise,  Morris  Levinson. 

STANDING — Meyer  Cohen,   Max   Kampelmacher,   Henry   Zeisel,    Nathan    Zelikow,   Herzl   Fresd,   Harold   Polikoff, 
Jacob   Abramowitz. 
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ZIONIST  CULTURAL  CLUB 


FRONT   ROW — Brown,    Jacobowitz,    Abramowitz,    Krutman. 
SITTING — Spitz,    Zeisel,    Abramowitz,    Levinson,    Haar,    Cohen. 
STANDING — Davis,  Cohen,   Rackoff,  Ribalow,  ,  Fuchs,  Kaslowsky. 
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Amsterdam  Avenue  and  186th  Street 
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BEN  TROTZKY 

The  Largest  and  Finest  Kosher  Restaurant  in  the  World 
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FROM  COAST  TO  COAST 
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World-famous  for  more  than  half  a  century! 
This  year,  too,  insist  on  getting 

HOROWITZ-MARGARETEN 
MATZOHS 

"The  Matzoh  with  the  Taste" 

Absolutely  Pure  and  KOSHER  for  PASSOVER 

Also  get  our  other  Passover  Products: 

Egg  Noodles,   Egg  Barley,   Potato  Starch,  Whole  Wheat  Matzohs,   Hygienic  Matzohs, 
Baby  Food,  Coffee,  Tea  and  Spices 

HOROWITZ-MARGARETEN 

369  EAST  4th  STREET 

NEW  YORK,  N.  Y. 

DRAKE 

Secretarial  Courses 

DAY,  NIGHT  AND  AFTER  BUSINESS  CLASSES 

POSITIONS  SECURED— ENROLL  NOW 
America's  Largest  Chain  of  Business  and  Secretarial  Schools  and  Colleges 

FORDHAM  ROAD  AND  GRAND  CONCOURSE 

Telephone:  RAymond  9-2344 

181st  STREET  AND  ST.  NICHOLAS  AVENUE 
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BOROUGH  HALL  DIVISION 
SUMMER  SESSION— JUNE  3  and  JUNE  24 

COLLEGE  of  ARTS  and  SCIENCES 

Day  and  Evening  Courses  leading  to  degree  B.S.   or  in  preparation  for 

law  school.     Fall  Term  Sept.   16. 
SCHOOL  of  LAW 

Three   year    Day    or    Evening    Course    leading    to    degree    of    LL.B.    Post 

Graduate  Course  leading  to  degree  J.S.D.  or  LL.M.     Fall  Term  Sept.  23. 
SCHOOL  of  COMMERCE 

Day  or  Evening  Courses  leading  to  degree  B.S.   in  Econ.   or  B.B.A.  for 

High  School  Teaching  and  in  preparation  for  law  school  and  Certified 

Public  Accounting  Examinations.     Fall  Term  Sept.  26. 
COLLEGE  of  PHARMACY 

Day  Courses  leading  to  degree  PH.G.,  PH.C.  and  B.S.   in  Phar.  Special 
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Registrar — 96  Schermerhorn  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 
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1422  WILKINS  AVENUE 

Near   170th  STREET                               BRONX,  N.  Y. 

ANONYMOUS 

Compliments  0/ 

RABBI  AND  MRS.  A.  BURACK 
BROOKLYN,  N.  Y. 

TO  THE 

1935  GRADUATING  CLASS 

Tsl.   MEl.   5-10444 

KAY'S  MILLINERY  STORES 

"Hats  0/  the  Better  Kind" 
2987  THIRD  AVENUE 

Near  154th  STREET                               BRONX,  N.  Y. 

Compliments  of 

RABBI  AND 
MRS.  M.  SCHUCHATOWITZ 

MAX'S  LUNCHEONETTE 

AND  CANDY  STORE 

ON  AMSTERDAM  AVENUE 

Between    187th    and    188th   Streets 

NEW  YORK,  N.  Y. 

CLOSED  ON  SATURDAY 

Compliments  and  Best  Wishes 

TO  THE 

1935  GRADUATING  CLASS 

FROM 

DR.  SIDNEY  B.  HOENIG 
CLASS  OF  1923 

DR.  LAWRENCE  MILLER 

Optometrist 

Special  Attention  to  Talmudical 

Academy  Students 

554  WEST  181st  STREET     NEW  YORK 

Compliments  of 

MR.  AND  MRS. 
BERTRAM  A.  LEVINE 

Tel.  WAdsworth   3-0155 

LEET  PHOTO  STUDIO 

School  Work 
Cap  and  Gowns  Supplied  Free 

1465  ST.  NICHOLAS  AVENUE 

Near  183rd  STREET                        NEW  YORK,  N.  Y. 

CENTURY  WOOLEN  CORP. 

270  WEST  38th  STREET 
NEW  YORK,  N.  Y. 

JACOB  D.  COHEN— Pres. 

Compliments  o/ 

A  FRIEND 


Compliments  of 

A  FRIEND 


Compliments  of 

SCHUMAN  &  STEIN  HATS,  INC. 

64  WEST  36th  STREET 

NEW  YORK,  N.  Y. 

Compliments  of 

ROXY  MILLINERY  STORE 

641  E.  TREMONT  AVENUE 

BRONX,  N.  Y. 


Compliments  of 

KRAUS  &  LEVY,  INC. 

Ladies'  Hats 

48  WEST  38th  STREET 

NEW  YORK,  N.  Y. 

Compliments  of 

MR.  AND  MRS.  M.  RICH 
AND  FAMILY 


Compliments  of 

THE  RUSH  BEE  MARKET 

Dairy       -       Grocery       -       Appetizing 

Fruits  and  Vegetables 

1568  ST.  NICHOLAS  AVENUE 

NEW  YORK,  N.  Y. 


Class  Pins  —  Rings 
Fraternity  Jewelry 

S.  KAPLAN  JEWELRY  CO. 

105  FULTON  STREET 

NEW  YORK,  N.  Y. 


Compliments  of 

MR.  AND  MRS.  H.  GOLDIN 
AND  DAUGHTER 


Compliments  of 

MR.  AND  MRS.  H.  B.  CLARK 
AND  FAMILY 


Compliments  of 


MR.  LOUIS  RIVKIN 
AND  FAMILY 


Compliments  of 

S.  H.  FRIEDMAN,  INC. 

Dress  Trimmings 

302  WEST  37th  STREET 

NEW  YORK,  N.  Y. 


Compliments  of 

MR.  JACOB  GOODMAN 
AND  FAMILY 


Compliments  of 

A  FRIEND 

Compliments  of 

HARRY  HERSKOWITZ 

170  SECOND  AVENUE 
NEW  YORK,  N.  Y. 

Corripliments  of 

A  FRIEND 


The  Board  of  Editors  expresses  its  appreciation  to  the  following  members 
of  the  Alumni  who  have  aided  in  the  publication  of  this  Elchanite: 

Isaiah  J.  Eisenberg 779  Montgomery  St.,  Jersey  City,  N.  I. 

Irving  Feldman 562  W.  191st  St.,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Moses  Feuerstein 84  Crowninshield  Rd.,  Brookline,  Mass. 

Morris  Finer ^ 570  W.  189th  St.,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Gabriel  F.  Goldstein 225  W.  86th  St.,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Simeon  H.  F.  Goldstein 225  W.  86th  St.,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Jacob  I.  Hartstein Amsterdam  Ave.  and  186th  St.,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Alexander  W.  Nissenbaum Jersey  City,  N.  J. 

David  Petegorsky 593  Besserer  St.,  Ottawa,  Canada 

Herbert  I.  Simckes,  Rabbi Allentown,  Pa. 

Joseph  B.  Strum 1808  Prospect  PL,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 

Israel  Upbin 2350  Creston  Ave.,  Bronx,  N.  Y. 

Meyer  Wiener 164  Ross  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 

Louis  Young 225  Rodney  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 

Max  Zeldner 600  E.  21st  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


WELL  WISHERS 

A  Friend : : 

Rabbi  I.  L.  Brill 91  Ft.  Washington  Ave.,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Harry  Fried Asbury  Park,  N.  J. 

Miss  J.  Friedman 1549  Morris  Ave.,  Bronx,  N.  Y. 

Mandel's  Luncheonette 2500  Amsterdam  Ave.,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Jack  B.  Rogoff 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  Weiss 20  Laurel  Hill  Terr.,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Kalmctn  Whiteman 504  W.  183rd  St.,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Rev.  and  Mrs.  Wise 507  W.  186th  St.,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  D.  Zeisel 2360 -82nd  St.,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 


Compliments  of 

MAJESTIC  SILK  MILLS,  Inc. 


Compliments  of 

MR.  and  MRS.  M.  TUROFF 
AND  FAMILY 


Complim.ents  of 

LEVITAN  and  LEVITAN 
JERSEY  CITY,  N.  J. 


Compliments  of 

A  FRIEND 


Compliments  of 

RABBI  MENDELL   LEWITTES 

Congregation  Childien  of  Abraham 
EASTON,  PA. 


Compliments  of 

RABBI  and  MRS.  I.  WOHLBERG 


Compliments  of 

MR.  F.  SCHMIDT 


Complinnents  of 

MR.  and  Mrs.  IRVING  SCHNUR 
AND  FAMILY 


^tihuiti 
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127  WEST  24th  STREET,  NEW  YORK 

Telephone:  WAtkins   9-6376 


Specializing  in 
SCHOOL  PUBLICATIONS 


■^MA^^:. 


